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Alive 

Breanne  Somach 
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The  Thought 

Kelsey  Krieger 


A  thought, 

the  mind  growls  with  thunder 
preparing  for  an  exciting  idea 
then  like  lightning  it  flashes 
and  if  not  bottled  in  time, 
lost  forever. 


The  Year  Santa  Claus  Saved  Rock  n’  Roll 

Brannon  Kirk  O’Neal 


Santa  Claus  was  getting  tired  of  Christmas.  He  was  over  it.  He  was  ready  for  a 
different  occupation  to  pique  his  interest.  He  was  sick  of  the  whole  ‘travel  around 
the  world  in  one  night  and  deliver  presents  to  all  the  children  who’ve  been  good’ 
thing.  He  wanted  something  new  to  do,  like  surfing  or  perhaps  a  grunge  metal  hair 
band  (this  idea  he  was  particularly  excited  about,  having  already  thought  of  a  name 
for  the  band  -  The  Holly  Jolly  Murderers). 

The  elves  were  all  aware  of  Santas  longing  for  change  and  they  were  split  down 
the  middle  on  the  issue.  Half  claimed  that  he  should  stay  and  continue  delivering 
presents  and  the  other  half  joined  his  band. 

Mrs.  Claus  remained  quietly  supportive  of  her  husband,  always  telling  him  that 
he  should  do  what  he  thought  was  right.  She  was  waiting  for  the  perfect  moment  to 
ask  him  for  a  divorce.  Deep  down,  she  knew  there  was  no  ‘perfect  moment’  for  such 
a  thing,  that  one  simply  had  to  blurt  it  out  eventually  but  this  didn’t  stop  her  from 
waiting.  It  was  either  nerves  or  a  small  part  of  her  that  still  cared  for  the  man,  but 
she  couldn’t  seem  to  get  the  words  out.  The  last  time  she  tried  had  gone  something 
like  this, 

“Santa?”  she  had  said. 

“Yes,  Mrs.  Claus?” 

“I  need  to  ask  you  something.” 

“Oops,  I’m  late  for  band  practice,  gotta  run!” 

Santa  had  bolted  for  the  door,  leaving  poor  Mrs.  Clause  to  sit  and  fume  over 
how  neglected  she  was.  It  was  a  horrible  situation  she  was  in  and  she  often  went  to 
her  friend  Sue  for  advice. 

“Sue,  what  should  I  do?  He  never  pays  any  attention  to  me.” 

“Hold  on,  I’m  stalking  my  children  on  social  media  to  make  sure  they  aren’t 
doing  drugs,”  Sue  had  suggested. 

Mrs.  Clause  waited  patiently  and  when  she  realized  that  Sue  was  never  going 
to  stop  stalking  decided  to  make  things  easier  for  her  friend.  “Sam  does  drugs,  but 
your  other  kids  are  fine.” 

“How  do  you  know  Sam  is  doing  drugs?”  Sue  demanded,  franticly  scrolling 
through  pictures  of  food  and  articles  about  cats  in  hopes  of  catching  and  stopping 
her  son. 

“He  sees  you  when  you  re  sleeping,  he  knows  if  you’re  awake  J  Mrs.  Claus  sang, 
trying  to  explain  that  her  husband  could  see  what  the  children  were  up  to. 

“Oh,”  Sue  said,  closing  her  laptop  and  running  her  fingers  through  her  hair.  “So 
is  Sam  going  to  be  skipped  this  year?” 

Mrs.  Claus  shrugged;  it  was  easier  than  telling  the  truth.  The  truth  being  that 
Sam  would  get  a  lump  of  coal  like  all  the  other  druggies.  Sue  had  turned  out  to  be 
no  help  to  her  whatsoever. 

On  December  thirteenth  it  became  clear  to  everyone  at  the  North  Pole 
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that  Santa  had  no  intention  of  delivering  presents  anymore.  This  left  only  two 
options:  they  could  either  wait  for  someone  to  show  up  at  the  last  second  and  save 
Christmas,  something  that  happened  more  than  one  might  think.  Or  they  could 
hire  FedEx  to  deliver  the  presents. 

All  the  elves  assumed  someone  would  save  Christmas  as  they  were  very 
accustomed  to  that  happening.  There  had  been  the  time  the  reindeer  with  the 
screwed  up  nose  had  guided  Santa  through  the  fog,  the  time  the  green,  smelly  guy 
had  tried  to  steal  Christmas  and  then  realized  what  it  was  all  about,  and  the  time 
Vince  Vaughn  claimed  to  be  Santas  brother,  Fred.  Each  time,  Christmas  had  been 
saved,  whether  it  was  by  nose,  heart  transplant,  or  fast  talking. 

Mrs.  Claus  liked  the  idea  of  FedEx  doing  the  job  as  she  hoped  if  Santa  took  a 
night  off,  he  might  remember  some  long-lost  feelings  for  her.  It  was  a  far  fetched 
hope,  but  she  clung  to  it  with  all  her  might.  Trying  to  recapture  the  romance  they 
had  shared  when  they  first  got  married,  she  longed  to  rest  her  head  on  his  furry 
barrel  chest  and  run  her  fingers  through  his  beard  like  she  used  to. 

On  the  night  of  the  big  present  delivery,  Santa  locked  himself  in  his  room  and 
refused  to  come  out.  The  elves  pounded  on  the  door  and  shouted  that  he  unlock  it, 
each  of  them  insisting  that  he  was  being  ridiculous  but  inside  he  remained. 

At  half  past  midnight  the  elves  were  desperate:  some  continued  to  pound  on 
Santas  door,  while  the  rest  elected  to  drink  themselves  into  a  stupor  and  pass  out  on 
the  cold  North  Pole  ground.  It  was  a  dark  moment.  At  one  o’clock  someone  set  fire 
to  the  workshop  and  pandemonium  broke  out.  At  two,  the  head  elf  tried  calling 
FedEx  but  couldn’t  get  ahold  of  them.  Someone  had  cut  the  phone  lines. 

It  was  Santa!  Fie  walked  onto  the  scene  with  wire-cutters  in  hand  and  said,  “No 
one  is  calling  FedEx!  This  time  I’ll  be  the  one  who  saves  Christmas!” 

“But  you’re  the  one  who  ruined  it  in  the  first  place,”  an  elf  cried  out  from  the 
crowd. 

“Someone  shoot  that  elf.”  Santa  ordered,  staggering  back  and  forth  on  unsure 
footing  while  he  chugged  a  bottle  of  unpasteurized  cream. 

Before  anyone  could  act  on  Santa’s  unholy  order  Mrs.  Claus  spoke  up,  “I  want  a 
divorce,  Santa!” 

The  North  Pole  went  deathly  quiet  and  everyone  waited  for  Santa  to  respond. 
Elves  quivered  in  fear  and  alcohol  poisoning,  reindeer  chewed  on  carrots 
thoughtfully,  and  Sue  gave  Sam  a  look  that  said  you  are  in  big  trouble ,  young  man. 

“You  want  a  divorce?”  Santa  said  at  last. 

“Yes,”  Mrs.  Claus  confirmed,  nodding  her  head  with  a  shocking  amount  of 
enthusiasm. 

“Let’s  talk  about  this  after  I  save  Christmas,”  Santa  suggested,  plopping  his 
massive  rump  in  his  sleigh  and  ordering  the  reindeer  to  take  off. 

Santa  flew  up  into  the  sky  and  delivered  all  the  presents,  successfully  saving 
Christmas  for  everyone  except  Sam.  Mrs.  Claus  waited  for  him  to  return  the  next 
day  but  he  never  did.  Instead,  he  went  on  tour  with  The  Holly  Jolly  Murderers  and 
went  platinum  on  his  first  album.  He  received  worldwide  fame  and  a  bucketload 
of  money.  Mrs.  Claus  never  saw  him  again.  It  suited  her  just  fine.  She  wrote  a 
book  called  Getting  Over  Kringle  that  made  the  New  York  Times  Bestsellers  list  and 
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retired  with  money  in  the  bank. 

As  for  who  took  over  Christmas,  the  job  fell  to  an  elf  named  Wilhelm.  Wilhelm 
had  a  vision  for  a  Christmas  that  was  better  than  anything  Santa  ever  did.  He  called 
it,  ‘Christmas  2.0’  and  marketed  it  extremely  well.  Everyone  decided  they  liked 
Christmas  2.0  way  better  than  the  original  and  so  it  stuck. 

Cue  the  sugar  plums. 

The  end. 


Field  with  Dreams 

Kris  Kemp 
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MN,  SD,  ND,  MT 

Betty  Bums  Zacate 


One  thousand  blue  lakes 
corn  rows  contour  glacial  hills 
Minnesota  views. 

Vast  pyramid  fields 

thick  straw  roll  tiers  stacked  three  high 
South  Dakota  sights. 

Sunflowers  carpet 

thick  plush  covers  beyond  sight 

North  Dakota  fields. 

Grass  sea  waves  climb  swells 
sliding  down  greenish  trough  sways 
Endless  Montana. 
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Doctor  Who 

Savannah  Marshall 


Once  upon  all  of  time  and  space, 

And  everything  in  between, 

A  mad  man  with  a  little  blue  box, 

Bigger  on  the  inside, 

Grabbed  your  hand  and  whispered, 

Run. 

You  follow, 

They  always  do, 

Because  this  man, 

With  the  face  of  a  twelve  year  old, 
with  two  hearts  and  the  wisdom  of  a  man  whose  seen  too  much, 

done  too  much. 

Makes  you  want  to  impress  him, 

Makes  you  do  stupid  things, 

For  the  sake  of  an  adventure, 

For  the  sake  of  his  approval. 

But  no  worries, 

You’re  far  from  the  first. 

Because  this  man, 

No  this  alien, 

This  immortal  time  lord  is  just  that, 

Timeless, 

A  man  of  eleven  faces, 

And  there  were  oh  so  many  companions  before  you. 

Runaway  brides  burdened  with  the  knowledge  of  the  universe, 
Doctors  that  entraced  a  midsummer  tale, 

Lovely  roses  and  bad  wolves, 

There  was  the  girl  and  boy  who  waited, 

One  for  adventure,  the  other  for  love. 

But  that’s  the  thing  with  companions. 

They  never  last. 

They  all  leave  him  in  the  end, 

They  always  end  up  breaking  his  heart. 

Some  move  on, 

Some  are  lost, 

But  most  die 

Because  the  raggedy  old  man, 

Is  there  till  your  end, 

But  you  leave  him, 
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Because  someone’s  waiting  beyond  the  grave, 

And  you  blink, 

Even  though  he  always  told  you, 

Don’t  blink. 

But  there’s  the  girl  who  always  stayed, 

The  one  that  defied  space  and  time, 

A  love  story  intertwined  with  the  end  of  time. 

Tick  tock, 

Spoilers  unwritten  and  memories  left  on  a  shelf  to  never  be  remembered. 
Only  to  be  replaced  by  the  impossible  girl, 
a  fragment  in  space, 

The  girl, 

Who  told  him  to  run  clever  boy  and  remember 
And  so  he  ran,  and  he  never  stopped  running 
But  he  rarely  remembered 
Because  after  all 

Never  let  the  doctor  see  the  damage. 
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In  a  Child’s  Mind 

Emilie  Belluomini 


Sh  e  said  he  was  gone. 

Not  like  on  one  of  his  work  trips. 

He  wasn’t  coming  back. 

Adam  had  thought  his  dad  was  asleep.  He  had  climbed  up  onto  the  pew  by  the 
bed-like  casket  his  father  was  lying  on  and  waited  for  him  to  open  his  eyes  and  pick 
him  up  and  tell  him  what  a  big  boy  he  was  becoming.  He  never  did. 

Adam  watched  his  mom  as  she  silently  shook  people’s  hands  and  hugged  the 
crying  mourners.  Every  so  often  she  would  cover  her  face  and  take  a  few  uneven 
breaths.  When  she  took  her  hands  away,  her  eyes  would  be  red-rimmed  and  her 
cheeks  would  be  shiny.  Even  at  six,  he  began  to  gain  a  dim  understanding  of  what 
grief  was. 

Now,  seven  months  later,  Adam  sits  up  in  bed  as  the  soft  orange  light  of 
morning  begins  to  leak  into  his  bedroom.  He  rubs  his  eyes  and  lets  out  an 
exhausted  yawn.  He  spent  most  of  the  previous  evening  talking  to  his  father  about 
his  mom.  She  doesn’t  want  to  take  Adam  anywhere  anymore.  He  told  his  father 
that  she  only  lays  in  bed  now.  “All  day!”  he  adds,  exasperated.  His  father  told  him 
that  he  just  needed  to  be  a  good  little  boy  for  her  and  be  patient.  He  told  Adam 
that  his  mom  was  very  sad  that  she  wouldn’t  see  him  anymore. 

“Why  can’t  you  go  visit  Mommy?”  Adam  asked  for  the  fourth  time. 

“Mommy  can’t  see  me  like  you  can,”  his  father  had  answered. 

“But,  she  says  she  believes  in  angels  too!  You’re  an  angel  now.  Right,  Daddy?” 
Adam  had  started  rummaging  through  his  drawers  looking  for  something  to  wear 
to  school  in  the  morning.  When  he  turned  back  around,  his  father  was  no  longer 
there.  Adam  frowned.  He  wondered  why  his  father  never  stayed  long  anymore. 

Adam’s  father  had  once  told  Adam  that  he  was  a  historian  and  an  “archelologist” 
which  meant  he  “studied  old  things  from  people  alive  way  before  Adam”.  He  was 
sometimes  gone  for  long  periods  of  time.  But  when  he  came  home,  he  and  Adam 
would  talk  late  into  the  night  about  ancient  Egyptian  kings  and  Native  Americans 
and  whatever  his  father  was  discovering  at  the  time.  Adam  liked  learning  about 
Greek  gods  and  goddesses  the  best.  His  favorite  was  Hermes.  He  was  the 
messenger  god.  Adam  really  cared  only  about  the  winged  shoes  he  wore  and  the 
fact  that  he  could  fly.  His  father,  knowing  this,  came  home  one  night  after  being 
gone  for  two  months,  carrying  a  wrapped  box.  Adam  eagerly  tore  open  the  box 
revealing  a  pair  of  winged  boots.  The  tall,  oak  brown  boots,  themselves,  were  nearly 
identical  to  the  ones  Adam’s  father  wore.  The  light  cream  wings  had  been  carefully 
picked  out  and  sewn  on  by  Adam’s  father. 

Adam  wears  the  boots  everywhere  he  goes  now,  including  school,  where  he 
is  picked  on  immensely  by  the  other  kids.  Adam  hates  school.  He  hates  the 
windowless  rooms.  He  hates  the  teacher  who  always  wears  black.  Black  pants, 
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black  shirts,  black  jackets,  boots,  socks,  hair.  Always  black.  Adam  hates  that  color. 
His  mother  wears  black  all  the  time  now.  Adam  thinks  she  looks  much  prettier  in 
yellow.  Like  she  used  to  wear.  Adam  hops  down  from  his  bed  and  grabs  the  long- 
sleeved  green  shirt  and  tan  pants  he  picked  out  the  night  before.  He  dresses  himself 
slowly  and  carefully,  making  sure  every  article  of  clothing  is  perfectly  in  place.  He 
pulls  on  brown  socks  and  his  winged  boots  and  walks  out  into  the  hallway.  His 
mothers  door  is  open  as  usual.  He  knocks.  No  answer. 

“Mommy?”  Adam  calls  quietly 

Still  nothing.  He  tip-toes  into  the  room  and  faces  his  mother.  Her  eyes  are 
swollen  and  her  face  tired  looking.  There  are  tissues  scattered  around  the  bed  and 
she  is  wearing  the  same  black  sweater  from  three  days  ago.  Adam  cleans  up  the 
tissues  and  kisses  his  mom  on  the  forehead  gently. 

“I  love  you,  Mommy.  Daddy  does  too.  He  said  he’s  sorry  he  can’t  visit  you.  But 
he  loves  you.” 

His  mother  mumbles  something  in  response  and  then  rolls  over  to  the  other 
side. 

Adam  silently  leaves  her  room  and  walks  to  the  kitchen.  He  pushes  a  chair  over 
to  the  pantry  and  climbs  up  to  grab  the  Frosted  Flakes.  As  he  sits  munching  on  the 
cereal,  Adam  thinks  about  what  he  will  do  in  school  today.  More  reading,  maybe 
addition.  He  will  see  the  sneering  faces  of  Devin  and  Kyle.  He  will  hear  Kelly 
talking  to  Alexis  about  “how  weird  Adam  is”  but  how  they  should  pity  him  because 
of  his  father’s  death.  He  will  be  cut  off  from  the  outside  and  thrown  into  the  black 
void  of  Mrs.  Sneetley’s  kindergarten  class.  He  sighs.  Outside,  the  leaves  are  yellow, 
red,  and  orange.  The  sun  alternates  between  being  completely  covered  by  clouds 
and  casting  a  dim  light  onto  the  trees.  There  is  little  wind  out.  Adam’s  favorite  type 
of  day.  He  looks  again  at  his  mother’s  room.  She  should  be  in  there  until  dinner 
time  he  thinks.  He  climbs  down  from  his  chair  and  puts  his  dishes  by  the  sink. 

He  walks  to  his  cubby  where  he  keeps  his  lunch,  backpack,  and  explorer  satchel. 
Skipping  the  first  two,  he  grabs  his  satchel  and  heads  out  the  door. 

Across  the  street  is  a  park  that  leads  to  a  forest.  There  are  several  connecting 
trails  throughout  the  woods  that  Adam  and  his  parents  used  to  walk  through.  He 
trudges  through  the  thick  grass  heading  toward  the  trails.  He  remembers  the  first 
one  leading  to  a  ledge  overlooking  the  nearby  lake.  The  second  leading  directly  to 
the  lake.  Adam  chooses  the  first  route  because  it  is  easy  to  stay  on  the  path  (just 
stay  straight)  and  he  loves  the  empowering  feeling  of  being  above  everything  else. 

He  can  look  over  the  cliff  and  see  the  beach  around  the  lake,  the  forest  on  three 
sides  or  the  houses  out  across  the  water.  He  imagines  himself  as  an  ancient  king  or 
god;  the  creatures  below  his  humble  servants. 

About  twenty  steps  into  the  trail  his  father  joins  him. 

“Don’t  you  have  somewhere  else  to  be?”  He  asks  Adam. 

“Where?”  Adam  questions  innocently. 

“Does  your  mother  know  where  you  are  going?”  His  father  continues. 

“She  won’t  know...  I  don’t  want  to  go  to  school!”  Adam  whines 

His  father  sighs  and  they  continue  walking. 

“Daddy,  why  did  you  have  to  leave  me?” 

Adam’s  father  looked  away  for  a  few  seconds.  “I  don’t  have  the  answer  for  that,” 
he  finally  says.  “I  guess  my  next  journey  is  one  I  have  to  take  alone.” 
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“Will  you  come  tell  me  what  you  find?  Like  you  did  with  your  other  trips?” 
Adam  asks. 

“I’ll  do  my  best,”  he  says,  trying  to  smile. 

They  walk  in  silence  for  some  time.  As  they  near  the  cliff,  Adam  thinks  he 
hears  fireworks  going  off.  He  asks  his  father  about  them,  but  receives  a  shrug  in 
response.  The  trail  opens  up  and  Adam  gets  his  first  glimpse  of  the  lake.  He  turns 
around  excitedly  to  tell  his  father,  but  finds  he  is  no  longer  there.  Adam  frowns  but 
is  quickly  drawn  back  to  the  lake  and  the  ledge  that  had  been  the  place  for  many 
family  picnics  in  the  past.  He  finds  his  special  rock  that  sits  in  front  of  a  large  tree. 
His  mother  had  told  him  once  that  it  was  a  maple  tree.  The  trunk  has  a  large  hole 
where  Adam  keeps  a  stash  of  his  army  figures.  He  has  a  French,  British,  German, 
and  American  army  tucked  beneath  leaves.  They  were  the  World  War  II  era  figures 
and  he  and  his  father  loved  to  line  them  up  around  the  entrance  of  the  trail  to  scare 
off  anyone  who  may  disrupt  their  picnics. 

As  he  is  taking  out  the  soldiers,  something  on  the  shore  catches  his  eyes.  Adam 
sees  a  figure  lying  on  the  beach  near  the  water.  He  looks  closer  and  sees  that  it  is 
a  man  sleeping.  His  eyes  are  closed  and  his  pale  face  is  upturned  toward  the  sky. 
Adam  smiles.  The  man  looks  like  his  father.  He  has  curly  brown  hair  and  a  large 
nose  like  his  father.  He  looks  about  the  same  size  too  but  from  this  distance  it  is 
hard  to  tell.  Adam  decides  to  get  a  closer  look.  He  puts  away  his  soldiers,  picks  up 
his  satchel  and  heads  back  on  to  the  trail.  He  remembers  his  father  showing  him  a 
shortcut  from  the  cliff  to  the  lake,  but  where  it  is,  Adam  can’t  remember.  He  takes 
a  left  at  the  first  fork  in  the  trail  and  starts  to  head  to  where  he  thinks  the  lake  is. 

As  he  tries  to  navigate  through  the  woods,  he  thinks  about  the  man  on  the  shore. 
The  man  looks  like  his  father,  but  would  he  act  like  him?  Adam  thinks  his  father 
dressed  better  at  least.  His  father  always  wore  a  button-up  polo  and  tan  pants  with 
his  dark  brown  boots.  This  man  had  a  red  tie-dye  shirt,  cut-up,  worn  jeans,  and 
orange  sneakers  from  what  Adam  saw.  Adam  thinks  that  his  mother  can  teach  the 
man  the  proper  way  to  dress. 

He  pushes  aside  a  rouge  branch  and  stops  when  he  gets  to  a  trail  split  in  four 
ways.  He  looks  around  carefully  for  the  first  time  and  his  heart  beat  starts  to 
quicken.  He  is  lost.  Adam  turns  around  toward  the  trail  he  had  just  left  and  steps 
back.  The  dark  trees  tower  above  him;  their  menacing  branches  hanging  in  the 
trail  ready  to  drag  him  into  the  forest.  How  many  turns  had  he  taken?  His  eyes 
start  watering.  Adam  looks  up  and  sees  the  sky  is  becoming  dark.  He  can’t  stay  out 
here  all  night!  Taking  a  few  deep  breaths,  he  looks  down  at  his  Hermes  boots  and 
summons  up  the  courage  he  could  only  imagine  his  favorite  Greek  god  possessing. 
He  decides  to  try  back  the  way  he  had  come,  all  interest  in  the  sleeping  man  gone. 
Shakily,  he  steps  back  on  to  the  trail,  his  head  slightly  down  to  avoid  the  grasp 
of  the  trees.  Every  rustle  in  the  woods  sends  a  shiver  down  his  spine  as  his  boots 
crunch  on  the  dead  leaves.  The  sun  seems  to  fly  down  the  sky  and  before  long, 
Adam  is  submerged  into  darkness.  He  stumbles  blindly  until  his  right  foot  catches 
in  a  fallen  log.  Adam  splatters  in  the  thick  mud  and  leaves  letting  out  an  exhausted 
whimper  as  he  crashes.  He  sits  up  slowly  and  observes  his  surroundings  searching 
for  something,  anything,  familiar.  He  sees  only  the  towering  trees  encompassing  a 
vast,  moonless  sky. 
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“Daddy?”  Adam  calls  out  “Daddy!  I  need  you!  Please  help!” 

But  for  the  first  time  since  his  fathers  funeral,  Adam  can’t  picture  him.  He  can’t 
feel  his  father  with  him.  For  the  first  time,  Adam  feels  completely  alone. 

He  crumples  to  the  ground  in  a  fetal  position  and  begins  sobbing. 

“Mommy?”  He  cries  out  “Where  are  you?  Please  find  me!” 

No  answer.  He  can’t  even  hear  birds.  It  is  silent.  Silent  and  dark.  Still  crying, 
he  lays  his  head  on  the  satchel  and  cries  until  sleep  overtakes  him. 

Adam  wakes  to  the  sound  of  yelling  and  dogs  barking.  He  looks  around  and 
sees  bright  lights  coming  closer  on  one  of  the  trails.  He  hears  deep  male  voices 
shouting  to  one  another  but  can’t  make  out  what  they  are  saying.  Then  he  hears  a 
female  voice  louder  than  the  others  and  calling  out  frantically: 

“Adam!” 

Adam’s  ears  perk  up.  Were  they  looking  for  him? 

“Adam?  Where  are  you,  Hunny?” 

That’s  his  mother! 

“Here!”  Adam  croaks.  He  knows  they  can’t  hear  him,  but  he  scrambles  up  and 
starts  stumbling  in  the  direction  of  his  mother’s  voice.  Behind  him,  there  is  a  loud 
snap  as  a  branch  is  broken.  Adam  freezes.  Beneath  feet?  Or  something  larger?  He 
doesn’t  want  to  find  out.  He  sprints  towards  the  lights  and  safety  of  his  mother.  He 
hears  his  father’s  voice  one  last  time. 

“It’s  okay.  You’re  safe  now.” 

“Mommy!  I’m  here!”  He  cries  excitedly.  As  he  gets  nearer  to  the  lights,  he 
notices  they  are  attached  to  police  officers  all  over  the  forest. 

“He’s  over  here!”  one  shouts. 

A  woman  in  a  black  sweater  pushes  her  way  to  the  front  and  scoops  Adam  up. 

“Don’t  you  ever  do  that  to  me  again!”  She  gasps  through  her  tears.  “I  thought  I 
was  never  going  to  see  you  again!” 

Adam’s  eyes  begin  watering  again  as  he  hugs  his  mother,  overcome  with  relief 
and  a  feeling  of  safety,  finally  away  from  whatever  creatures  were  lurking  in  the 
massive  forest. 

A  female  police  officer  walks  up  to  where  Adam’s  mother  is  holding  Adam  and 
looks  at  him. 

“I’m  so  glad  you  found  your  mommy!  I  have  to  ask  you  a  question,  Hun,  and  I 
would  be  very  grateful  if  you  would  tell  the  truth.  Did  you  see  anyone  today  while 
you  were  in  the  woods?” 

“No.  I  saw  a  man  sleeping  on  the  beach  but  that’s  it.”  Adam  says  tiredly.  “Are  we 
going  home  now  mommy?” 

“Yes,  baby,  we’re  going  home  now.”  His  mom  says.  She  turns  to  the  officer  and 
says  quietly,  “I  hope  you  find  him  soon.”  Then  starts  toward  her  house. 

On  the  way  out  of  the  forest,  Adam  notices  an  ambulance  in  the  parking  lot. 
Some  officers  are  pushing  someone  into  the  vehicle.  He  catches  a  glimpse  of  an 
orange  sneaker. 

Adam  doesn’t  know  why  this  sticks  out  to  him.  But  he  just  as  quickly  forgets 
as  he  buries  his  face  into  his  mother’s  neck.  Tomorrow,  he  thinks,  he  can  deal  with 
school,  and  bullies  and  dull  classrooms.  Tomorrow,  he  will  leave  his  Hermes  boots 
at  home. 
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Just  Like  in  the  Movies 

Corinne  Bogdan 


You  think  your  first  kiss  will  be  perfect.  It’ll  be  a  fairytale  moment:  true  love’s  kiss. 
Or  it’ll  be  in  super  slow  motion.  You  both  lean  in,  heads  tilted  at  the  perfect  angle. 
Your  lips  will  meet,  and  sparks  will  fly.  Or  you’ll  both  be  staring  at  each  other  for 
a  few  moments  before,  magically  at  the  same  time,  you  both  lean  in  and  your  lips 
crash  together  in  the  world’s  most  passionate  embrace.  Or  maybe  it  will  be  in  the 
rain.  After  your  first  perfect  date,  you’ll  both  run  with  your  jackets  held  above  your 
head  to  totally  not  block  out  any  rain.  You  make  it  to  your  doorstep.  You  re  both 
laughing  because  you’re  both  soaking  wet.  Then,  still  laughing,  you  kiss. 

But,  no.  It  won’t  be  like  that. 

It’ll  be  the  summer  after  your  senior  year  of  high  school.  It  11  be  way  over-due,  in 
your  mind.  After  over  a  year  of  liking  this  person,  you  finally  find  out  he  likes  you 
back  during  your  senior  year.  He’ll  still  be  in  a  relationship.  But,  he  likes  you  too, 
he  says.  He  wants  to  break  up  with  her.  He  won’t,  though.  You  tell  him  that  its  not 
fair  to  her.  She  doesn’t  deserve  to  have  her  boyfriend  talk  behind  her  back  about 
wanting  to  break  up  with  her.  She  doesn’t  deserve  to  still  be  led  on  by  him,  even 
though  he’s  not  really  in  it  anymore.  She’s  a  nice  girl.  You  like  her.  She’s  too  good 
for  him.  You’re  too  good  for  him,  and  you  know  this. 

But,  you’ll  still  keep  trying.  Waiting. 

Finally  he’ll  break  up  with  her.  In  the  same  breath  he’ll  tell  you  that  he  doesn’t 
know  if  he  still  likes  you.  You  back  off. 

He’s  still  one  of  your  best  friends.  You  still  have  to  see  him  every  day  at  lunch. 
You  have  to  hear  your  other  friend  talk  about  how  he  s  with  someone  new.  You 
have  to  hear  him  talk  about  what  a  great  person  she  is  and  how  much  she  means  to 
him.  Then  you  find  out  he’s  been  playing  everyone.  He’s  been  talking  to  more  than 
one  girl.  You  find  out  he  was  talking  to  someone  besides  you  behind  his  girlfriend’s 
back.  Then  everybody  starts  to  dislike  him.  Your  friends  all  talk  about  what  an 
awful  person  he  is.  You  agree.  He  hurt  you. 

You’ll  start  talking  to  him  again  during  the  summer.  You’ll  decide  to  start  a 
relationship  on  Friday.  On  Saturday,  you’ll  find  out  he’s  moving  across  the  country. 
On  Monday,  you’ll  go  on  a  date,  ou  11  walk  around  the  mall.  You  wont  hold  hands. 
It  won’t  feel  like  you’re  together. 

After  a  disappointing  “date,”  you’ll  get  in  his  car  so  he  can  take  you  home. 

You’re  almost  shaking.  You  know  it’s  going  to  happen.  He  11  lean  over  the  console 
of  the  car  and  he’ll  kiss  you.  It’ll  be  weird.  You  don’t  know  what  you’re  doing.  It’s 
awkward.  He  just  ate  pasta  with  alfredo  sauce.  You  re  in  his  car,  where  the  air  smells 
stale.  You  don’t  know  if  the  kiss  was  good  or  not.  He’ll  drive  you  home  and  kiss  you 
again  before  you  get  out  of  the  car.  You’ll  go  inside  and  text  your  best  friends  to  tell 
them  that  it  finally  happened. 

On  Thursday,  he’ll  break  up  with  you.  You  11  have  known  it  was  coming.  It  wont 
hurt  you  as  much  as  it  should.  You’ll  regret  kissing  him.  You  re  too  good  for  him. 
You  deserve  a  better  first  kiss  than  him.  But,  that  11  be  what  happens.  Your  first  kiss 
won’t  be  like  in  a  fairytale.  Your  first  kiss  won’t  be  like  in  the  movies. 
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Head-Banger 

Andrew  M.  Ford 


1  he  blood  pours  down  my  forehead.  Some  of  it  gets  into  my  right  eye,  which  starts 
burning.  I  wipe  the  blood  off  my  eyelid  with  the  back  of  my  hand.  The  brick  wall 
in  front  of  me  is  smeared  red.  It’s  an  improvement  over  the  decades  old  white  paint. 
My  head  starts  yelling  in  pain,  and  I  slam  my  head  against  the  wall  once  more.  The 
adrenaline  blasts  though  my  brain,  and  my  eyes  close  for  a  moment  in  the  ecstasy 
of  the  pain  and  pleasure.  For  the  first  time,  in  a  long  while,  I  feel  alive.  The  voices 
grow  louder  and  louder,  almost  deafening.  They  surround  me  and  won’t  leave  me 
alone. 

One  of  them  tries  to  help  me.  “Maybe,  you  should  stop.” 

This  catches  me  off  guard,  but  I  have  no  intentions  to  stop.  I  yell,  “You’re  not 
my  mom!” 

The  voice  slinks  back  and  rejoins  the  others.  It  tried  its  best  but  failed.  They 
don’t  understand  the  pressure!  I  can’t  have  fun  anymore.  The  pressure  always 
stops  me.  No  enjoyment  of  life,  only  work,  education,  and  isolation.  No  time  for 
anything  else,  not  even  sleep.  I  can’t  remember  the  last  time  I  had  a  good  night’s 
sleep.  Always  tired,  and  sleepwalking  though  life.  I  can’t  take  it  anymore.  I  slam  my 
head  again,  and  again,  and  again.  The  blood  flies,  and  it  feels  like  my  brain  is  trying 
to  squeeze  out  of  my  head.  Each  time  my  heart  beats,  I  feel  my  entire  cranium 
pulse.  My  vision  is  terribly  blurred  and  I  see  double.  I  can’t  feel  my  arms  or  legs, 
but  I  have  to  keep  up  my  pace.  I  mustn’t  stop.  I  began  to  wonder  how  many  hits  it 
will  take  to  crack  my  skull  open,  until  brain  comes  out.  Eighteen?  Nineteen?  I  must 
keep  going  to  find  out.  I  have  to  keep  going  faster  and  harder.  It’s  the  only  way  to 
relive  the  pressure.  The  pressure  won’t  stop  until  I’m  dead.  The  pain  grows  just  like 
the  voices  all  around  me.  Some  laugh,  but  they  don’t  get  it.  The  only  thing  that’s 
real  any  more  is  the  wall  in  front  of  me.  It  is  my  only  friend.  Another  slam,  and  I 
drift  briefly  into  darkness. 

When  I  return,  I  find  that  I’m  on  the  floor.  I  grab  my  head  with  both  hands  and 
push  down  as  hard  as  I  can.  It  helps  remind  me  where  I  am  and  what  I  must  do. 

The  voices  point,  joke,  and  stare.  I  am  just  spectacle  to  them;  my  only  purpose  is 
to  distract  them  from  the  shortness  of  their  lives.  I  must  ignore  them.  They  matter 
not.  I  stand  and  almost  fall  over.  My  legs  are  numb  and  wobbly.  My  eyes  feel  like 
they’re  about  to  be  pushed  out  of  their  sockets  by  the  constant  pulsing  of  my  brain. 
This  is  the  last  one.  The  authorities  are  coming  to  stop  me.  They  are  pushing  their 
way  through  the  voices.  I  take  a  dozen  paces  back  and  then  run!  I  position  my  head 
towards  the  wall.  It  slams  against  it!  I  feel  no  more,  as  I  fade  into  the  darkness. 
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Some  Hopeful  Shit 

Taylor  Vicini 


Take  a  Xanax,  have  a  cigarette- 

do  all  the  things  you  need  to  to  forget. 

Forget  your  past,  forget  your  strife. 

Forget  the  best  and  the  worst  parts  of  your  life. 
‘Cause  even  the  best  parts  you  don’t  remember  right, 
just  remember  how  hard  you  had  to  fight. 

Do  you  remember  the  person  that  broke  your  heart? 
People,  not  person-  how  many  have  played  the  part? 
Maybe  it  was  your  mom  or  your  dad, 
or  even  the  best  friend  you  thought  you  had, 
or  someone  you  loved  who  repaid 
with,  “I  was  just  looking  to  get  laid.” 

Did  you  trust  them, 

then  become  ash  and  dust  to  them? 

Hey,  I  get  it- 

you  don’t  want  to  admit  it- 
you’ve  been  had. 

Had  that  thought  when  things  get  bad. 

That  sneaky  little  thought, 
the  one  you’ve  always  fought; 

I  don’t  want  to  be  here  anymore. 

Don’t  wanna  feel  like  I’ve  felt  before. 

Don’t  want  to  be  called  a  whore, 

and  watch  another  one  walk  out  the  door. 

Hey,  don’t  pay  the  bills! 

Just  pop  some  pills. 

Hey,  don’t  ever  get  out  of  bed! 

Just  shoot  some  lead  through  your  head. 

Better  than  a  leaden  heart, 

Heavy  and  ready  to  burst  apart. 

That’s  what  I  thought.  Is  that  what  you  think, 

As  you’re  tight-rope  walking,  tip-toeing  the  brink? 

But  you’ll  never  know,  will  you 

if  you  don’t  stop  drinking  that  swill.  You 

once  told  me  the  bottle  was  your  friend, 

but  now  there’s  others  ready  to  lend 

a  hand  or  a  shoulder  or  an  ear- 

I  have  found  friends  that  listen  better  than  beer. 

And  you  will  too. 

Starting  right  now,  I  am  here  for  you. 
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It’s  more  than  just  me- 

I  know,  the  fog  of  depression  makes  it  hard  to  see. 
But  if  you  just  make  one  leap  full 
Or  faith,  genuinely  good  people 
Will  be  waiting  on  the  other  side. 

I  don’t  ask  for  your  trust,  don’t  ask  you  to  confide- 
Just  ask  you  to  wait, 

When  you  have  that  sneaky  thought,  hesitate. 

You’ve  given  the  time 

To  read  my  rhymes  line  after  line, 

So  now  give  me  a  week,  a  month,  a  year- 
However  long  it  takes  to  ease  the  fear 
That  only  terrible  people  exist. 

Yes,  the  sneaky  thoughts  will  resist- 
They  won’t  disappear. 

It’ll  be  different  because  now  we’re  all  here. 

I  might  be  a  stranger, 

But  I  bring  you  no  danger- 
Through  the  tears  and  the  jeers, 

The  fears  and  the  leers- 
You’re  no  longer  alone. 

Just  pick  up  the  phone. 

I’m  one  call  or  text  away, 

And  I  will  listen  to  what  you  have  to  say. 
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The  Finisher 

Taylor  Kwiatt 


I  don’t  like  set-ups.  I  rarely  do  them.  But,  sometimes  the  middle  man  falls  short, 
and  so  me  the  “necessary  evil”  has  to  do  the  before  and  after.  Our  set-up  guys 
usually  prepare  our  “jobs”  for  us.  They  tie  them  up  in  a  steel  chair  so,  they  can’t  do 
something  cute  like  fall  back  and  break  the  wood.  A  quick  sticky  slap  of  dug  tape 
is  plastered  to  their  mouths  for  obvious  reasons,  and  finally  a  blindfold  is  wrapped 
around  their  heads,  covering  their  faces  so  I  don’t  have  to  look  into  their  eyes.  And 
just  like  that,  my  meal  is  prepared.  I  take  care  of  the  rest.  Well,  not  this  time. 

Before  I  drive  off  in  my  rusty  orange  pickup  truck,  I  stare  at  myself  in  the  rear¬ 
view  mirror  acknowledging  the  fact  that  I  am  the  devil,  trying  to  convince  myself 
that  I  am  the  definition  of  justice.  I  know  that’s  a  lie.  The  boss  really  fucked  me  on 
this  one.  I  hate  set-ups  more  than  I  hate  my  boss.  My  fists  clench  tight,  turning  my 
knuckles  not  white  but  purple.  My  heart  beats  like  a  basketball  being  dribbled,  and 
it  took  me  6  breaths  instead  of  three  to  slow  its  rhythm  down,  to  regain  my  com¬ 
posure.  It  was  my  last  job,  just  one  more  kill  and  then  I  could  walk  away  from  this 
calloused  life.  Adjusting  my  faded  cow  boy  hat  and  kicking  the  dirt  off  the  bottom 
of  my  boots,  I  catch  one  more  glimpse  of  myself  in  the  mirror  and  feel  my  stomach 
twist.  I  switch  the  car  into  drive  and  cruise  down  the  desert  road  passing  cacti  and 
boulders. 

I  pulled  into  a  restaurant  called  Shack’s  Steak  just  outside  of  town.  The  wind  was 
blowing  hard,  making  my  body  a  container  for  the  dirt  whipping  through  air,  into 
my  orifices.  There  were  only  two  cars  in  the  parking  lot,  the  “bartender”  Pete,  who 
was  our  watcher,  and  “the  job”  sitting  in  a  booth  sipping  coffee.  As  I  entered  the 
restaurant,  Pete  greeted  me  and  poured  my  usual  scotch.  He  then  nodded  at  me  and 
walked  to  the  back  room.  The  juke  box  in  the  corner  played  “A  country  boy  can 
survive,”  by  Hank  Williams.  Unsure  of  how  I  was  going  to  do  this,  I  took  a  sip  of 
my  poison  and  sat  down  in  the  same  booth  as  my  job. 

I  realized  my  target  was  just  a  kid;  early  twenties  if  anything.  He  looked  like 
my  son  Tommy,  whom  at  one  point  resembled  me.  Blue  eyes,  brown  hair,  skinny. 

As  I  sat  across  from  him,  I  waited  for  him  to  ask  me  who  I  was  or  what  I  wanted. 
Instead,  he  started  talking.  “You  seem  like  a  man,  who  has  been  there  done  that, 
the  kid  said  eyeing  me  quizzically.  I  didn’t  respond,  but  I  silently  answered  Yes.  I 
picked  up  my  drink  and  made  a  gesture  with  my  hand  to  indicate  “shoot  . 

This  kid  talked  exactly  the  same  way  as  a  conman  I  had  once  dealt  with,  with 
charisma  and  wide  eyes.  “I  don’t  want  to  settle  for  some  mediocre  job,  like  if  I  ever 
get  out  of  this  one.  I  like  being  nomadic,”  he  said  with  a  smile  as  big  as  Texas.  I 
noticed  hit  right  eye  twitching.  They  were  rimmed  red,  like  he  was  high.  He  looked 
exactly  like  Tommy  did  right  before  he  spun  down  and  dropped  like  a  fly.  The  kid 
continued  with  “I  make  a  solid  living,  and  it  comes  with  good  candy,  man.  Once  I 
clock  out  and  have  my  blow,  I’ll  be  ready  for  my  next  fly,  the  kid  laughed. 
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I  am  a  patient  man,  but  listening  to  this  kid  speak  was  taking  every  ounce  of  my 
being  to  restrain  myself  from  knocking  this  kid  out.  It  only  got  worse.  “I  got  this 
old  lady  real  good  yesterday.  Yeah,  she  paid  600  dollars  for  a  diamond  ring  I  bought 
at  a  drug  store  off  route  67,”  the  kid  said  rolling  his  eyes.  My  eyes  bored  into  his 
making  him  fidgety.  He  must’ve  have  noticed  my  anger,  probably  from  my  face 
turning  a  shade  too  red;  because,  he  quickly  went  into  a  more  grave  topic.  “My  old 
man  died  last  night.  His  fucking  liver  led  out  faster  than  my  girl  Donna  after  two 
minutes  in  the  sack.”  I  moved  my  eyes  away  from  him,  trying  to  suppress  the  an¬ 
noyance  growing.  “Old  man,  was  always  proud  of  me.  I  was  a  horrible  kid,  and  he 
was  still  proud  of  me;  idiot,”  the  kid  huffed  as  his  voice  cracked.  “God  if  he  knew 
who  I  actually  was,”  the  kids  tone  changed  in  disgust,  as  small  pools  of  water  filled 
his  eyes.  The  kid  looked  down  at  his  coffee,  probably  wishing  he  was  the  coffee, 
warm  and  safe  inside  that  little  white  cup.  “Finish  the  job  or  become  the  job”  my 
Boss’  voice  replayed  like  a  song  in  my  head. 

Looking  at  this  kid,  I  couldn’t  help  but  picture  Tommy  right  before  he  died.  His 
skin  looked  scaly,  and  his  bones  seemed  to  be  protruding  through  his  skin.  Those 
beautiful  blue  eyes  my  boy  had  were  bruised  and  swollen.  The  skin  on  his  fingers 
looked  pealed  back  or  burnt.  Where  had  I  been?  Killing  people,  that’s  where  I  was, 
and  down  the  rabbit  hole  Tommy  went;  and  he  never  came  back.  I  looked  at  this 
kid,  who  had  swollen  eyes,  and  burnt  fingers,  and  saw  aside  from  myself  another 
prime  example  of  bad  parenting. 

I  looked  down  at  my  holster,  knowing  it  was  time.  My  chest  heaved  in  and 
out  three  times.  I  pulled  out  my  Colt  45,  with  6  rounds  and  set  in  on  the  brown 
wooden  table  of  our  booth.  My  finger  grazed  the  trigger,  and  a  brief  moment  of 
horror  washed  over  the  kids  pale  face.  He  was  a  fucking  junky  just  like  Tommy, 
and  his  green  face  dowsed  with  peril  made  my  stomach  knot  up  into  a  baseball.  I 
had  made  my  decision.  In  one  swift  motion,  I  pulled  back  the  rod  underneath  the 
barrel,  watching  as  the  unused  cartridges  fell  on  the  table,  each  hit  playing  like  fire¬ 
works  in  my  head.  The  kid  looked  at  me  confused,  and  wide  eyed.  Beads  of  sweat 
accumulated  on  his  forehead,  and  his  body  was  shaking  uncontrollably.  I  stared  at 
him,  motioning  to  the  door.  In  my  southern  drawl  I  finally  said  “You  should  prob¬ 
ably  leave  town.” 

The  kid  clambered  out  of  the  booth,  rushing  to  the  door  as  his  shoes  squeaked 
against  the  unpolished  wooded  floors.  He  rammed  into  the  glass,  letting  it  chime, 
only  to  stop  halfway  out  into  the  desert  air  before  turning  back  to  me.  He  looked  at 
me  with  sincerity,  like  he  wanted  to  thank  me,  but,  before  he  could  open  his  mouth 
the  clicking  sound  of  my  cartridges  sent  him  off  into  his  jeep,  speeding  off  into  the 
night.  I  looked  at  the  cowboy  hat  clock  in  the  corner  of  the  restaurant,  and  realized 
with  sweet  satisfaction,  like  my  empty  glass  of  Scotch,  my  time  was  up.  I  finished 
the  job. 
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I  Wish 


Dino  E.  Greene 


I  wish  I  was  attractive.  Not  like  “dumb  guy”  attractive,  with  muscles  and  all  that. 

Just  good-looking  enough  so  that  I  can  take  the  sack  off  my  head  when  I  go  to 
McDonald’s. 

I  wish  I  had  more  power.  Like,  if  I  told  my  neighbor  Dan  to  stop  parking  in  my 
assigned  parking  spot  that  he  would  just  stop,  instead  of  telling  me  that  I  dont 
have  a  car’’  and  I  “dont  live  in  this  apartment  complex. 

I  wish  Dan  was  dead. 

I  wish  I  was  smarter.  I  would  travel  around  the  world  inventing  things  like  hammers 
and  cars.  (Not  actual  hammers  and  cars,  because  those  exist.  Just  things  that  are  as 
useful  as  hammers  and  cars.) 

I  wish  I  had  a  hammer  and  a  car.  Now  that  I  think  about  it,  I  could  use  both  of 
those. 

I  wish  I  had  more  friends.  Not  just  two  or  three,  but  like  50. 1  want  a  friend  in 
every  state  so  that  I  can  bum  a  meal  no  matter  where  I  am. 

I  wish  my  dog  could  talk.  But  I  also  wish  he  wasn’t  as  smart  as  me.  So  I  could  say 
something  like  “what’s  two  times  two?’  and  he  would  go  I  dont  know,  man,  can 
we  just  go  for  a  walk  or  something? 

I  wish  I  could  change  the  weather  based  on  my  mood.  If  I  m  grumpy  because  it  s 
raining,  it  would  be  sunny  outside  to  cheer  me  up.  When  I’m  happy,  it  would 
rain,  because  there’s  no  reason  to  be  happy  all  the  time;  people  might  think  there  s 
something  wrong  with  me. 

I  wish  I  could  eat  as  much  gravy  as  I  wanted  to  and  it  would  have  no  effect  on  me. 

I  would  probably  be  in  newspapers  and  maybe  someone  would  send  me  a  golden 
gravy  boat. 

I  wish  I  was  taller  than  Shaquille  O  Neal,  but  we  would  still  be  friends  because  we 
are  both  tall  people  that  are  good  at  sports.  Oh,  wait,  I  m  not  good  at  sports. 

I  wish  I  was  good  at  sports. 

I  wish  I  could  get  anything  I  wanted  just  by  thinking  about  it.  Unless  I  think  about 
something  bad  on  accident.  That’s  too  much  of  a  risk. 

I  wish  I  had  a  girlfriend.  She  would  also  be  tall  like  me  and  we  would  go  around 
spray-painting  graffiti  on  skyscrapers  together. 

I  wish  my  girlfriend  was  pretty.  Like  a  6  at  least. 

I  wish  I  didn’t  have  to  pay  bills  or  work;  that  a  robot  did  all  that  for  me.  And  my 
tall  girlfriend  and  I  could  just  lay  around  in  bed  all  day  and  drink  gravy. 

I  wish  I  would  die  a  hero,  not  die  eating  a  hero  like  that  psychic  said  I  would. 

I  wish  I  could  see  my  parents  again.  Like,  in  a  picture  or  something. 

I  wish  that  I  had  one  of  those  tall  Abraham  Lincoln  hats  —  then  I  would  be  even 
taller  and  people  in  the  movie  theatre  would  hate  me  and  throw  popcorn  at  me. 
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But  jokes  on  them  —  free  popcorn! 

I  wish  Dan  was  alive  to  see  how  tall  and  important  I  am.  Then  I  wish  he  would  get 
struck  by  lightning  and  die. 

I  wish  that  when  I  order  a  plain  cheeseburger  that  I  would  still  get  cheese  on  it. 

I  wish  I  could  turn  invisible  whenever  I  wanted  so  that  I  could  scare  kids  and  steal 
hub  caps. 

I  wish  Pete  at  the  junkyard  would  stop  ripping  me  off. 

I  wish  I  could  cure  cancer.  By  saying  something  funny  like  “spaghetti  brains.”  At 
first,  people  would  be  like  “what?”  but  then  once  they  realized  they  didn’t  have 
cancer  they  would  be  all  “ohhhhhh. ...” 

And  finally,  I  wish  I  had  a  monkey. 

“Okay,”  said  the  genie,  “pick  one.” 

Oh,  then  the  gravy  thing  for  sure. 


The  Watcher 

Kris  Kemp 
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Dragonflies 

Carissa  Hart 


1  stare  mindlessly  as  the  crisp  ocean  waves  burst  against  the  rock  walls  of  the 
shore.  It’s  a  blank,  haunting  stare  as  though  my  eyes  were  unable  to  grasp  the 
vision  of  beauty  before  me.  Honestly,  the  entire  scenic  route  was  merging  into  a 
faded  illusion  of  seashore-painted  windowpanes.  My  father’s  pickup  swerves  with 
natural  curves  off  Highway  1 0 1 .  I  catch  a  glimpse  of  my  pale,  lifeless  reflection  and 
sheepishly  turn  my  gaze  downward,  and  with  a  fidget  I  fuss  my  hoodie  sleeves  over 
my  hands.  “Not  much  has  changed  around  the  old  place.  I  sure  did  miss  having  you 
around  though,  Sarah  Beth,”  states  my  father  awkwardly.  Shifting  my  eyes  toward 
him,  I  force  a  half-cockeyed  smile,  attempting  to  hide  my  fatalistic  inner-shame. 

As  we  continue  traveling  the  coastline,  it  isn’t  long  before  the  old  “Experience 
Oregon’s  Banana  Belt;  The  port  community  of  Brookings-Harbor  welcomes  you” 
sign  is  visible.  As  we  drive  through  the  main  streets  of  my  childhood  town,  it  all 
seems  as  it  forever  was.  Dad  is  right,  not  much  changes  around  here.  The  streets  are 
freshly  groomed,  potted  lilies  line  the  paths,  while  kite-themed  flags  soar  from  the 
streetlights.  The  old  familiar  stench  of  the  port  migrates  in.  It  feels  like  ages  since 
I  ve  smelled  the  livelihood  of  the  sea.  The  heightened  sensation  drives  my  fears 
home.  This  is  the  place  of  my  haunting  shadows. 

******** 

It’s  the  last  weekend  we  will  all  be  together,  one  last  shebang.  A  “drunk”  camping 
trip  isn’t  really  my  cup  of  latte,  but  Miranda  is  looking  forward  to  it.  Miranda  and 
I  were  once  a  prime  example  of  peas  in  a  pod.  It’s  odd  to  think  of  how  different  our 
worlds  are  becoming.  I  have  been  so  preoccupied  lately:  preoccupied  with  taking 
care  of  and  pleasing  all  those  around  me,  preoccupied  with  finding  a  way  out,  a 
school  to  attend.  I  will  leave  her  behind  too;  my  heart  deflates  at  the  thought.  This 
trip  is  it  for  us. 

“Honk!  Honk!”  Mitch  lays  on  the  horn  for  a  second  time.  “Don’t  those  chicks 
know  we  got  beer  to  drink?”  he  smuts  off  to  Alec.  He  gives  him  a  whatever  dude’ 
shrug  and  pops  a  cold  one.  Miranda  annoyingly  hollers  again,  “Come  on  Sarah, 
we  gotta  go!”  I  pop  on  the  lids  and  place  the  containers  in  the  fridge.  “We  are  only 
going  for  a  weekend.  Do  you  really  need  to  make  meals  for  your  dad?”  Miranda 
asked.  “Just  pack  up  the  rest  of  the  food,  will  ya?”  I  reply  motioning  towards  the 
table.  Attaching  a  note  to  the  fridge,  I  cannot  help  but  feel  torn  over  this,  too.  He  is 
different  since  she  died.  Heck,  we  both  are.  It’s  just  hard  for  him. 

A  quick  reapply  of  lip-gloss  and  Miranda’s  leaping  into  the  back  of  Mitch’s 
Wrangler.  I  cannot  help  but  smirk  as  I  load  our  supplies.  He  punches  it  into  second 
before  I’m  even  seated.  Shrinking,  I  collapse  onto  Miranda  and  we  both  burst  out 
laughing.  My  hair  soars  in  the  wind  as  each  gear  shifts  us  faster  into  an  ultimate 
rush.  Then,  as  if  it  is  a  kite  catching  flight,  my  cotton  sundress  jolts  upward 
smashing  into  my  face.  I  panicky  fumble  to  grab  it  as  the  crying,  roaring  outbursts 
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begin  to  encompass  my  unseen  surroundings.  Oh  the  embarrassment,  I  literally  feel 
my  blood  draining  in  a  downward  spiral. 

“Damn  Sarah!  I’d  have  had  my  locks  in  you  years  ago,  if  I’d  known  that  was 
underneath  that  cotton.”  Alec  exclaimed  from  the  passenger  seat. 

The  crew  explodes  in  a  multilateral  tone  of  belly  bursting  shrieks.  By  this  point, 

I  am  numb  with  embarrassment.  Imagine  my  relief  when  we  pull  in  the  campsite  at 
Boardman  Park. 

The  National  Park  is  a  favorite  of  both  tourists  and  locals.  It  is  the  best  of 
Oregon:  wooded  acres  and  fresh  streams.  A  unique  area  fit  with  cabins  and  site 
hookups.  All  trails  lead  to  a  discovery  point  at  sea.  My  favorite  spot  is  the  tide  pool. 
During  low  tide  a  pool  forms  around  the  rocks  and  a  variety  of  sea  life  wash  in  with 
the  tide.  She  brought  me  there.  It  was  our  place.  As  a  child  we  would  sit  on  the 
rocks,  pretending  to  be  mermaids.  That  is  the  place  I  go  when  I  am  missing  her. 

As  I  am  spreading  the  checkered  tablecloth  across  the  picnic  table,  I  overhear  the 
boys  joking  about  our  sleeping  arrangements.  My  eyes  meet  Mitch’s  in  a  roll.  He 
knows  better  than  to  even  suggest-  never  gonna  happen.  He  winks  at  me  and  they 
go  back  to  pitching  the  tent.  A  bonfire  is  already  flaming  further  down  by  the 
beach,  we  head  that  way.  Mitch  swings  the  jeep  around  and  bulldozes  his  way  onto 
the  beach.  He  revs  up  the  stereo  and  we  hopped  out,  grabbing  the  coolers  after  we 
jumped.  Lifting  two  beers  out  of  the  icy  water,  I  pop  one  open,  handing  the  other 
to  Miranda.  “Sorry  about  laughing  at  your  dress,”  she  says.  “Was  what  he  said  really 
that  funny?”  I  ask.  “Nah.  I  dunno,”  she  says  before  joining  Mitch  on  his  lap. 

A  night  walk  feels  better  than  sitting  here  with  Alec’s  football  stories.  I  start 
down  the  beach.  As  the  fire  grows  distant,  I  hear  Alec’s  voice  yelling  in  my 
direction.  I  continue  as  though  he  is  a  mere  holler  of  the  wind. 

I  love  the  feeling  of  sand  between  my  toes  and  the  coolness  of  waves  crashing 
into  my  ankles.  The  ocean  reflects  the  night  sky  in  a  beautiful  way.  I’ll  miss  this 
the  most  at  school.  Before  long  I  reach  the  tide  pool  and  make  my  way  to  a  rock. 

I  sit,  trying  to  soak  her  memory  in.  The  peaceful  rhythm  of  the  tide  soothes  me. 
“Hey  there,  need  another?”  asks  a  voice.  Jess  appears  from  around  a  rock.  “Oh, 
sure.  Thanks.”  I  reply  taking  the  beer.  Jess  was  the  loner  type  in  school;  one  summer 
we  both  were  winners  of  a  middle  school  essay  contest  and  spent  two  weeks  at  the 
University  of  Oregon,  back  when  things  seemed  so  small.  Jess  was  a  person  that 
understood  me  then.  He  listened  to  the  trials  of  her  illness.  She  died  soon  after  and 
I  withdrew  from  him.  Treating  him  as  he  didn’t  exist  or  possibly  worse?  Now  I  just 
feel  a  shameful  conviction  in  his  presence.  He  talks  a  little  more  mindless  jabber 
before  he  turns  to  go.  Gazing  up  I  catch  his  eyes,  and  sense  he  still  cares. 

A  splish,  splash,  and  a  dive  bring  a  drunk  Miranda  into  my  lap.  “You’ve  been 
gone  so  long.  Every  one’s  gone  back  up  to  the  sites.”  She  says.  She  gages  Jess  with  a 
condescending  glare  and  quickly  turns  her  focus  back  to  me.  Not  sure  what  to  say,  I 
prop  her  up  against  me,  and  begin  the  hike  towards  the  campsites. 

The  raging  thunder  of  a  wilderness  party  can  be  heard  halfway  up  the  trail.  I  hate 
that  you’re  leaving  me  for  college,”  drunken  Miranda  blurts.  I  will  be  back  for 
visits.”  I  say.  No  use  having  this  conversation  now. 

As  we  approach  the  campgrounds,  I  notice  a  couple  tent-trailers  parked  near 
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our  sight.  Extension  cords,  party  lights,  and  bug  zappers  drape  the  ground.  Dang,  I 
stumble  over  a  cord  losing  my  flip-flop.  Miranda  falls  to  the  dirt  as  I  lose  support  of 
her.  After  recovering  my  shoe,  I  pick  her  up  and  move  to  our  site.  Placing  her  in  a 
sleeping  bag,  I  zip  her  in. 

Following  the  flow  of  music,  I  pass  through  the  next  site  noticing  shreds  of  kids 
scattered  amongst  the  ground.  I  cannot  even  tell  who  most  of  them  are.  I  shrug  it 
off  and  head  further.  Arriving,  I  find  Alec  is  loudly  professing  his  devotion  for  the 
Land  of  the  Free  and  a  bag  of  flaming  hot  Cheetos.  A  few  saps  encourage  him  with 
their  version  of  “Old  Glory.”  I  spot  Mitch  standing  on  a  table.  Spotting  me,  he 
nearly  dances  off  the  edge  as  I  motion  for  him.  I  tell  him  Miranda  is  in  the  tent.  He 
gives  me  a  thumbs  up  and  returns  to  the  salute. 

With  not  much  else  to  do,  I  decide  on  a  trail  headed  to  the  beach.  I  want  to 
soak  the  ocean  in  before  I  go.  As  I  walk,  I  begin  reminiscing  on  my  experiences, 
wondering  how  they  have  influenced  me.  Would  I  be  different  if  she  was  still  here? 
Am  I  going  to  regret  not  being  social  in  high  school?  Suddenly  I  jump.  A  large,  dark 
figure  stands  before  me  and  I  am  immediately  frozen  in  terror.  Run,  I  need  to  run.  I 
turn  to  go.  A  brick-like  arm  enslaves  my  entire  body  pulling  me  back.  My  feet,  my 
feet,  I  cannot  stand.  No.  No,  I  kick  and  fight.  My  feet  are  searching  for  the  ability 
to  stand.  My  body  rocks  and  jolts  backwards  and  I  slam  into  a  body.  It’s  solid  as 
stone.  Is  this  real?  I  don’t  understand?  One  second,  I  am  free.  Wait  no,  no.  Then  the 
hand  covers  my  mouth.  I  am  attempting  sounds.  Have  I  made  a  sound?  A  scream? 
Surely  I  did?  Fast.  It  is  all  fast.  A  piercing  flame  comes  from  my  neck  and  I  know  I 
have  been  cut.  I  feel  the  object,  jagged  and  course  just  below  my  chin.  Then  I  feel 
hot  breath  on  the  back  of  my  neck  and  now  my  ear.  A  voice  whispers,  “You  know 
you  want  it.  Now  you’re  gonna  take  it  with  a  breathless  pant,  that  clear?” 

I  manage  a  nod  as  he  begins  dragging  my  lifeless  body  away  from  the  path.  The 
party  music  blares  on.  My  limp  feet  keep  colliding  with  the  earth,  skin  twisting 
under  the  blade’s  pressure  as  we  continue.  Where  are  we  going?  Will  we  ever  get 
there?  It’s  becoming  harder  to  breathe.  Forcefully  my  body  crashes  to  the  ground. 

My  head  flies  backwards.  The  weight  of  his  body  pushes  full  force  against  me.  His 
hot  breathe  directly  above  me.  “Thud”  the  large  body  falls  lifeless. 

The  suns  rays  feel  like  piercing  fireballs  as  I  drift  into  consciousness.  Blinking 
repeatedly,  my  eyes  gradually  adjust  to  the  break  of  dawn.  I  lean  up  on  my  elbow, 
“Ouch”.  I  cradle  my  head  in  my  hands.  Where?  What?  My  head?  I  look  to  my 
left-  large  rocks.  I  wipe  the  wet  sand  from  my  cheek.  I  am  at  the  tide  pool.  Sitting 
up  further,  “ouch”  sharp  zips  of  pain  ignite  my  left  hip.  As  I  twist  to  take  a  glance, 

I  see  a  deep  purplish  bruise  forming  near  my  tattoo.  Dragonflies  were  our  thing. 
Memories  of  us  swaying  on  the  porch  swing  watching  the  dragonflies  swarm  around 
the  sea  grass.  I  would  run  through  the  yard  with  my  arms  spread  out,  flying  like  the 
dragonflies.  She  would  watch  with  that  same  loving  grin  she  always  had.  My  mind’s 
momentary  drift  to  happiness  is  short  lived.  Spastically,  my  mind  floods  with  terror 
as  I  begin  recalling  the  events  from  hours  before.  Stumbling  to  my  feet,  I  circle 
around  and  around,  sending  a  pair  of  seagulls  into  flight.  How  did  I  get  here?  Did 
someone  place  me  here  and  is  that  someone  still  here? 

I  am  alone.  Yet,  I  know  I  need  to  go.  Crawling  over  the  rocks  and  up  the  beach, 


24 


I  make  my  way  to  the  opening  of  a  familiar  trail.  Pulling  to  a  stand,  I  start  my 
journey.  Near  the  halfway  point  sits  a  small  ranger  station;  I  enter  the  restroom 
there.  A  ghostly  girl  reflects  back  on  me,  staring  at  me  through  the  mirror.  Who  is 
she?  What  will  happen  to  her?  Soft  white  gauze  stretches  across  my  neck;  pulling 
the  tape,  I  remove  it,  revealing  the  flesh  wound  of  fire.  It  wasn’t  a  dream,  or 
nightmare,  it  happened.  But  I  am  alive.  He  didn’t  get  me?  Someone  saved  me.  But 
who? 

Stepping  back  into  the  light,  I  journey  on.  “Excuse  me,  miss  are  you  ok?”  he 
asks.  An  elderly  park  ranger  is  emptying  a  near-by  recycling  station.  Our  faces  meet 
and  he  can  see  I  am  not.  “I  am  going  to  call  the  police,  okay?”  he  asks.  I  nod  in 
compliance.  My  mind  races  as  I  wonder  what  to  say  to  them?  How  will  my  dad 
handle  this?  He  is  probably  out  on  the  boat  by  now,  but  he  will  still  have  to  know. 
She  would  have  known  what  to  do.  Why  can’t  she  be  here? 

It  takes  several  minutes  before  the  police  arrive.  My  dad  follows  shortly  after. 
After  what  seems  like  hours  of  recounting  the  details  of  last  night,  they  finally  send 
me  home.  All  I  want  is  a  warm  bath  and  some  sleep.  I  start  the  bathwater  and 
collapse  onto  the  cold  tile  floor,  exhausted,  hopeless,  contemplating  what  the  future 
will  hold.  Is  it  even  worth  it? 

Just  then,  in  the  corner  of  my  eye,  I  notice  a  small  dragonfly  swarm  by.  It’s  my 
favorite  kind:  dark  blue  wings  and  a  green  metallic  body,  like  the  colors  of  the  sea 
glass  I  used  to  collect  as  a  kid.  My  mind  once  again  travels  back  to  those  happier 
times  on  the  front  porch  and  a  sense  of  peace  comes  over  me.  And  it’s  at  that 
moment  that  I  realize:  she  is  here  with  me.  She’s  always  here  with  me. 
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EXIT . 

Latoya  Collins 


Immense  pleasure  received 
Ill-gotten  believed 
By  me.... 

There  was  no  use  to  be  used 
It  was  mutual 

The  contact,  the  touch,  the  thought. .. 

Why  make  a  mole  hill  out  of  a  mountain? 

Why  crush  the  momentum? 

Why  cease  to  exist  and  make  an  exit? 

There  is  no  mistake,  your  actions  must  make  mention  of  your  change  pertaining  to 
my  existence. 

Don’t  moonwalk  now  when  you  were  barreling  forward 

Crushed  like  salt  sprinkled  over  your  favorite  Chicken _ You  are . 

Yes,  you  are . 

Yes  you  are . 

Quack  like  a  duck  and  run. . ..I’m  stuck  but  you’re  a  nut 
You’re  the  one...  You  are!!!! 

Running  all  the  time. ... 

I’ll  take  my  heart  back  now.  Please  exit  left. .  .staged  performance  is  all  this  ever  was. 
No  backtracking  now  or  ever,  you  have  to  make  a  believer  out  of  me  now  and 
forever. 

Gracefully,  I  bow  out  with  what  little  I  have  left . 
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Modern  Vale 

Leonardo  Mireles 
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Hunger 

Holly  DiNovo 


Milk.  Salmon  filets,  lemons,  a  bottle  of  Clos  du  val  Merlot,  salad,  pencils,  paper, 
water,  duct  tape,  soap,  bleach,  sponges,  lighter  fluid,  and  Lint  Dark  Chocolates. 

One  by  one,  he  places  each  item  on  the  conveyor  belt,  checking  them  off  the  list  as 
he  did  so  (something  he  just  had  to  do).  Lists  are  a  compulsion.  He  made  a  list  for 
everything.  He  even  made  a  list  for  his  lists. 

Dressing  well  was  another  thing  he  just  had  to  do.  His  mother  always  told  him 
that  if  he  dressed  well,  he  would  be  looked  up  to  and  admired. 

Bullshit.  She  didn't.  She  hated  me,  at  the  end. 

His  thoughts  had  been  turning  dark  lately.  The  first  week  after  the  incident 
had  been  fine.  But  by  the  start  of  the  second  week,  he  had  become  anxious  and 
wanted  to  lash  out  at  everyone.  Thoughts  would  bombard  him  throughout  the  day, 
reminding  him  of  what  had  happened.  If  only  he  could  find  someone  to  talk  to. 

She  had  been  perfect,  but  she  just  couldn’t  stand  him. 

I  probably  wont  find  another  like  her. 

The  man  in  front  of  him  is  taking  a  long  time  in  paying  for  his  singular  item. 

The  man  can’t  find  his  card  and  doesn’t  have  enough  cash  to  pay  for  the  twelve  pack 
of  Miller.  He  starts  tapping  his  foot  in  frustration.  The  sound  draws  the  attention  of 
the  man.  He  looks  him  in  the  eyes  and  the  man  turns  away  quickly,  not  wanting  to 
keep  the  contact  longer  that  he  had  to.  He  snorts.  He  considers  men  who  couldn’t 
even  hold  eye  contact  weaklings,  wretches  undeserving  of  life. 

My  temper  always  gets  the  better  of  me. 

He  grabs  his  head  with  his  right  hand,  fingers  tangling  and  tearing  at  his  hair, 
trying  to  hold  back  the  urge  to  punch  the  man’s  face  in. 

If  only  I  had  been  more  careful,  she  wouldn’t  have  left  forever. 

Finally,  it’s  his  turn  to  check  out.  He  glares  after  the  man  as  he  leaves  through 
the  automatic  doors,  beer  in  hand.  Looking  down  at  the  paper  in  his  hand,  he 
glances  one  last  time  to  make  sure  he  hasn’t  forgotten  anything  that  is  on  the  list. 

“Hello!  How  are  you  today  sir?”  says  the  cashier  enthusiastically. 

Smoothing  out  his  hair  and  clothes  with  one  hand,  he  looks  up  from  the  paper 
to  reply.  His  eyes  scan  up  her  body.  When  he  finally  looks  at  her  face,  he  freezes. 

Blond,  blue  eyed  and  beautiful,  she  stands  there  with  a  smile  on  her  face  just  for 
him.  He  sees  her  eyes  light  up  as  she  looks  over  his  face.  He  could  tell  she  felt  the 
connection,  just  as  he  had.  He  has  finally  found  her.  He  had  been  searching  for  so 
long  that  he  didn’t  think  he  would  find  another.  She  isn’t  anything  like  the  last  one. 
But  the  connection  had  been  just  as  instantaneous. 

She  looks  at  him  right  in  the  eyes  and  holds  the  contact.  Oh,  how  he  loves  that. 
His  smile  came  quickly  and  a  list  began  to  form  in  his  head:  what  he  would  tell  her, 
where  he  would  take  her,  the  things  he  would  show  her,  the  music  he  would  play 
for  her,  the  dinner  he  would  cook  for  her. . .  what  he  would  do  to  her. 

He  looks  down  at  her  nametag.  “Angela,”  he  says  in  a  smooth  voice  full  of 
honey.  “What  a  beautiful  name.  It  suits  you.” 
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She  gives  a  blush  and  looking  down  says  thank  you. 

Oh,  my  angel.  My  dove.  My  everything. 

He  is  glad  he  bought  the  things  he  had.  He  had  been  running  low,  having  used 
it  up  on  the  last  one.  With  a  smile  he  realizes,  it  is  going  to  be  a  lovely  evening  with 
his  next  victim. 
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Captive 

Kris  Kemp 
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Caged  by  Fate  and  Chained  by  Death 

Savannah  Marshall 


M^ith  trembling  composure  and  a  frantic  mind  reeling,  she  stands  there  glancing 
at  a  face  far  too  alike  to  her  own  to  be  comfortable.  Her  parents  stand  at  her  side  as 
she  drives  herself  mad  wondering  if  they  wish  it  had  been  her  instead;  if  sometimes 
they  ignore  her  too  throaty  voice  and  pretend  “she’s”  alive.  Its  a  heavy  burden  living 
in  ones  twin’s  shadow,  in  life,  and  even  more  so  in  death. 

She  notices  him  the  minute  the  funeral  starts,  her  sister’s  killer  standing  on  the 
other  side  of  the  coffin,  eyes  burning  her  soul.  She  thinks  she  must  be  the  perfect 
image  of  the  disillusioned  grit  this  world  has  to  offer,  her  head  held  above  cloudless 
skies  by  dreamless  naivety  and  pigtails.  But  she  knows,  and  death  knows,  if  the  guilt 
fleshed  upon  her  beautiful  face  is  anything  to  go  by. 

He  catches  her  by  the  wrist  when  no  one  is  looking,  his  bony  fingers  ghosting 
across  her  skin,  laced  with  the  bondage  of  decay.  “I  took  the  wrong  one,  it  should 
have  been  you,”  his  voice  like  acid  and  a  whisper  in  the  night.  She  wants  to  laugh 
obnoxiously  loud,  bordering  on  hysterical,  but  there’s  really  nothing  funny  about 
the  situation.  Prying  the  fingers  from  her  arm,  she  responds  as  she  skitters  away, 

“I  know,”  the  words  tasting  sour  and  bitter  on  her  tongue. 

He  comes  to  her  every  minute  of  every  day  of  every  week,  placating  his  desire  to 
kill  her.  His  voice  is  rarely  used  as  his  eyes  tell  her  what  he  wants;  he  wants  her  to 
be  a  better  person,  to  rectify  his  own  foolish  mistake.  She’s  selfish,  for  as  much  as 
she  loved  her  sister,  she  loves  herself  a  thousand  times  more.  But  the  guilt  weighs  on 
her,  consuming  her  as  she  has  the  dreams  and  hopes  of  her  sister.  The  dead  tell  no 
tales  and  have  even  fewer  dreams,  they  burn  in  the  blazing  inferno  that  is  death. 

It’s  the  night  of  their  birthday  that  things  come  to  a  head.  Her  parents  are 
locked  in  their  grief  and  their  bourbon  as  she  sits  alone  on  the  balcony,  eyes  gazing 
lifelessly  at  the  forty  stories  stretched  out  below  her. 

“I  wanted  to  fly,”  she  tells  death;  he  is  silent,  but  nonetheless  she  hears,  “At  the 
cost  of  your  sister’s  wings.”  He  already  knows  what  she  has  chosen.  The  price  of 
freedom  is  too  high.  Flying  by  herself  has  become  a  bittersweet  freedom  that  feels 
like  a  punishment  in  every  way. 

“But  perhaps  a  golden  cage  isn’t  as  bad  as  it  seems.”  She  grasps  his  hand  as 
the  skyline  disappears,  and  she  can  no  longer  feel  the  steady  hum  of  life  coursing 
through  her  body. 

“Where  will  I  go?”  It  is  an  afterthought,  a  question  that  no  longer  holds  much 
weight  once  the  deed  has  already  been  done. 

In  the  hallway  with  a  thousand  doors,  he  parts  from  her  with  one  last  kindness: 
“On  an  adventure.” 
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The  Rising  Red 

Joshua  Clarke 


Digging  deep 
despite  hellish  heat. 

Reds  harvest  Martian  metals. 

Calloused  hands 
are  covered  in  sweat. 

Tools  of  a  toiling  trade. 

Holding  out 
for  a  sight  of  stars. 

Greater  good  guides  them  and  Mars. 

Seven-hundred 

years  of  sacrifice — 

for  the  surface,  the  future. 

Reds  supplied. 

Society  lied. 

How  could  they  possibly  know? 

One  girl’s  song. . . 

She  would  dare  to  dream — 
a  martyr  that  died  for  more. 

Her  husband 

raged  against  Golden  rule. 

Giving  in,  grief  consumed  him. 

One  small  act 

He  would  hang  for  her 

yet  still  breathing,  wake  for  war. 

Reaper  lives 

as  a  sheep  among  wolves. 

Red  will  rise,  shackles  will  shed! 


Just  an  Ordinary  Day 

Rebekah  E.  White 


My  dad  is  a  New  York  City  Firefighter.  He’s  tough.  He’s  tough  on  me. 

“Haley”  he  says  in  his  gruff  voice,  “you  have  your  homework  done?” 

“Haley  did  you  take  out  the  trash?” 

“Haley,  I  don’t  want  you  hanging  out  with  those  people.” 

He  never  says,  “Haley,  I  love  you.”  For  some  reason,  I  don’t  think  it  would 
sound  right  coming  out  of  his  mouth.  I  can’t  imagine  those  three  words  in  his  deep, 
rough  voice.  Besides,  I’m  not  sure  I’ve  ever  told  him  those  words  myself.  At  least 
not  since  I  was  in  kindergarten. 

I  do  love  him.  I  really  do.  It’s  not  just  because  he’s  my  dad.  Not  just  because 
he’s  raising  me  on  his  own.  Not  just  because  he’s  brave  enough  to  save  people’s  lives 
every  day. 

I  don’t  know  why  I’m  thinking  about  all  this  as  I  eat  my  toast.  It’s  6:45  in  the 
morning,  minutes  before  I  have  to  go  to  school.  It’s  just  an  ordinary  day.  Not  my 
birthday.  Not  my  dad’s.  It’s  just  one  day  in  the  middle  of  many.  September  11, 
2001.  September  1 1.  The  day  after  September  10.  The  day  before  September  12. 
Why  am  I  thinking  about  my  dad  and  me  like  this? 

I  wonder  if  I  should  tell  him,  just  so  he  knows.  That  no  matter  what  happens  on 
this  Tuesday,  I  love  him.  It’s  just  a  Tuesday.  I’m  going  to  school.  He’s  going  to  the 
firehouse.  Does  he  really  need  to  know?  Doesn’t  he  already  know?  Couldn’t  I  tell 
him  tomorrow? 

He  walks  into  the  kitchen.  “Morning,  Haley.  You  ready  for  school?” 

“Almost,  Dad.”  I  shove  the  rest  of  the  toast  in  my  mouth.  Sling  my  backpack 
over  my  shoulder  and  follow  him  out  the  door. 

My  dad  always  drives  me  to  school.  He  doesn’t  want  me  riding  the  bus.  He 
doesn’t  want  me  driving  myself.  The  trip  takes  about  ten  minutes.  But  my  dad  and 
I  never  talk.  We  just  sit.  The  drive  of  silence  every  day  is  like  the  sun  rising  and 
setting.  A  part  of  my  life,  beyond  my  control.  Necessary  to  my  existence.  And  if  it 
wasn’t  there.  I’d  miss  it. 

People  are  always  telling  each  other  to  seize  the  day.  To  live  in  the  moment.  To 
take  every  chance  you  have.  To  show  the  ones  you  love  how  you  feel.  They  say  it  in 
books.  On  TV  and  the  radio.  They  say  it  at  parties.  They  say  it  at  funerals.  It’s  so 
cliche. 

But  as  I  sit  in  my  dad’s  car,  watching  the  NYC  traffic  go  by,  I  wonder.  So  maybe 
it  is  cliche.  But  maybe  it’s  also  true.  And  it  might  make  me  stupid.  It  might  make 
me  a  dork.  But  I’m  going  to  tell  him. 

My  dad  pulls  up  to  the  curb.  I  grab  the  door  handle  and  look  his  way. 

“Dad?” 

He  looks  back,  waiting. 

“I-I  love  you.” 
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His  face  remains  serious,  his  expression  immovable.  But  something  in  his  eyes 
has  changed.  He  takes  his  hand  off  the  steering  wheel  and  tousles  my  hair.  He 
doesn’t  use  words,  but  I  can  hear  it  all  the  same.  I  love  you  too,  Haley. 

I  climb  out  of  the  car  awkwardly.  Race  up  the  concrete  steps.  But  at  the  top,  I 
turn  my  head  and  watch  the  black  car  drive  away.  It’s  just  one  day  of  many.  One 
out  of  365  squares  in  a  calendar.  September  11,  2001.  But  as  my  dad  heads  off  to 
work,  off  to  save  people’s  lives,  he  knows. 

And  now  I  know,  too. 
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Skeletal  Structure 

Leonardo  Mireles 
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Abduction 

Alyssa  Hayes 


1  hey  are  everywhere.  I  feel  their  presence  looming  over  me  like  an  omen.  My 
throat  grows  tight,  and  I  force  a  tagged  breath  down.  My  heart  is  racing.  I  feel  it 
pounding  hard  against  my  rib  cage.  My  stomach  drops.  I  look  out  of  the  comer  of 
my  eye  and  see  one  of  Them  flanking  me  on  the  right.  They  are  following  me  again. 
I  cut  a  quick  right  down  Poe  Street,  hoping  to  lose  him.  I  slightly  quicken  my  pace 
and  am  now  in  a  state  of  panic.  I  feel  beads  of  sweat  forming  along  my  hairline. 

I  look  over  my  left  shoulder  and  see  him  following  me  still.  He  is  dressed  in  a 
tailored  jet  black  suit,  like  They  always  are.  He  carries  a  brief  case,  which  I  know  the 
contents  of.  His  pure  white  collar  frames  his  reddened,  aged  face.  His  gray  hair  is 
combed  neatly  into  place.  His  blue  eyes  meet  mine,  they  are  piercing.  He  is  coming 
for  me. 

I  break  into  a  run,  They  can’t  catch  me  again.  Feet  pounding  against  the  cement, 
I  turn  down  the  next  street  in  hopes  of  shaking  him.  I  pant  even  harder  as  I  trek 
on.  But  then,  I  am  forced  to  stop  dead  in  my  tracks.  There  is  another  one  of  Them 
coming  my  way.  I  look  around  frantically,  searching  for  an  out.  To  my  left  is  a  small 
bakery  that  I  have  visited  on  several  occasions.  I  burst  through  the  double  doors 
and  push  through  the  line  of  people  waiting  inside  in  order  to  get  to  the  back  of 
the  shop  where  the  restroom  is.  Their  faces  are  ones  of  shock  and  annoyance.  I 
scramble  inside  and  slam  the  heavy  wooden  door  behind  me.  I  bolt  the  lock  and 
lean  my  back  against  the  door.  The  pine  feels  cool  and  refreshing  through  my  shirt, 
and  I  realize  I’m  drenched  in  sweat.  I  pull  my  sleeve  over  my  shaking  hand  to  run 
it  across  my  forehead  and  let  my  body  slide  down  to  the  freezing  tile  floor.  I  angrily 
throw  my  raggedy  backpack  and  watch  it  skid  across  the  bathroom.  I  pull  my  knees 
up  to  my  pounding  chest  to  rest  my  forehead  on  Them,  stare  at  my  old  boots,  and 
attempt  to  catch  my  breath.  I  wrap  my  arms  around  my  legs  and  can’t  help  but  to 
begin  sobbing  uncontrollably.  I  feel  the  hot  tears  streaming  down  my  face. 

“Why  me?  Why  did  They  chose  me?”  I  scream  into  the  emptiness,  “Why  am  I 
forced  to  face  this  hell?”.  I  continue  to  let  the  tears  flow  and  hug  myself  tighter.  I 
try  to  breathe  between  the  sobs.  There  hasn’t  been  a  day  in  the  past  five  years  that  I 
haven’t  cried.  Ever  since  They  started  coming  for  me,  I  haven’t  lived  a  peaceful  day.  I 
dont  know  how  long  I’ve  been  in  here  when  I  hear  footsteps  approaching  the  door. 

I  straighten  up  and  grab  my  bag.  I  desperately  dig  through  it  to  find  it.  Its  cold 
handle  touches  my  finger  tips  and  I  snatch  it  out.  With  trembling  digits,  I  click  the 
small  button  and  watch  as  the  silver  blade  shoots  out.  It  glistens  softly  in  the  shitty 
fluorescent  lighting.  I  plant  both  feet  firmly  on  the  ground  to  brace  myself  against 
the  door  and  wait.  I  hear  a  shuffling  on  the  other  side,  then  a  small  knock. 

“Who  are  you?  What  do  you  want?”  I  ask  suspiciously. 

“Echo  it’s  me,  Drew.  They’re  gone.  Open  up,”  a  familiar  voice  answers.  I  feel 
relief  spread  through  my  whole  body.  I  retract  my  blade  and  throw  it  back  into  my 
bag.  I  swing  the  door  open  and  am  greeted  by  my  best  friend.  He  stands  there,  his 
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green  eyes  are  gleaming.  His  brown  hair  is  tasseled  by  the  wind  and  he’s  wearing 
his  Chucks.  I  hug  him  tight  and  cry  into  his  chest.  He  rubs  my  back  and  soothes 
me.  Once  I  compose  myself  we  sit  together  in  the  bakery.  I  order  a  coffee,  he’s  not 
hungry,  like  usual. 

“So  how  many  were  there  today?’’  he  asks  nervously. 

“Two.  I  out  ran  one,  and  he  must’ve  informed  another  to  be  on  the  lookout  for 
me,”  I  answer  back  solemnly.  I  look  down  into  my  drink. 

“We  need  to  get  away  from  here.  Run  away  and  go  somewhere  they  can  never 
find  us”. 

“Where  would  we  go?”  I  feel  a  spark  of  excitement.  I  look  around  to  make 
sure  none  of  Them  are  around.  I  see  other  patrons  of  the  restaurant  staring  at  us 
disapprovingly.  Some  even  have  their  whole  bodies  turned  toward  us.  Agents  of 
Them  most  likely.  I  get  nervous  and  look  at  him  panicked. 

Drew  drops  his  voice  to  a  whisper,  “I  have  a  plan.  I’ll  meet  you  at  your  house 
tonight.  Don’t  tell  anyone  that  I’m  coming  ”. 

“Of  course.”  I  nod  my  head.  He  gets  up  to  leave  and  I  follow  his  actions.  We 
walk  out  into  the  now  dark  city  and  go  our  separate  ways.  He  turns  right  around 
the  corner  and  is  gone  into  the  night.  I  shiver  slightly  and  fold  my  arms  across  my 
chest.  I  stomp  down  the  lonely  sidewalk  towards  my  house.  I  glance  left  and  right 
anxiously.  I  have  to  make  sure  They  aren’t  following  me.  Once  my  house  is  in  sight, 

I  lightly  jog  up  to  the  front  door,  slide  the  key  in  and  make  my  way  inside.  I  lock 
it  behind  me.  My  mother  is  sitting  in  her  chair,  reading  one  of  her  books,  “Mental 
Illness  and  its  Roots”.  She  looks  up  at  me  with  dead  eyes  but  doesn’t  say  a  word.  At 
least  she  acknowledged  my  presence  for  once.  I  immediately  head  up  the  stairs  to 
my  room  and  throw  my  back  pack  on  the  floor  near  my  bed.  I  flop  down  onto  it 
and  stare  up  at  the  ceiling.  I  have  posters  lining  every  inch  of  my  walls.  My  favorite 
bands,  writers,  and  actors  all  stare  back  at  me.  They  are  truly  my  only  friends  now. 

I  begin  to  cry  thinking  of  the  day’s  events  before  slowly  falling  into  a  deep  sleep.  I 
dream  of  Them. 

I  am  awoken  by  a  knock  on  the  door.  I  sit  upright  in  my  bed  and  notice  I  didn’t 
take  my  shoes  off  before  falling  asleep.  I  get  up  cautiously  and  pull  two  of  the  blinds 
apart  to  peer  out  of  the  window.  I  am  only  able  to  see  the  mysterious  shadow  of 
a  man  on  my  door  step.  I  hear  my  mother  answer  the  door.  She  sounds  cheerful, 
which  is  unusual  for  her.  I  hear  an  unfamiliar  man’s  voice  answer  back.  This  worries 
me.  I  gently  creep  across  the  carpet,  attempting  to  avoid  the  creaky  spots.  I  tip  toe 
over  to  the  top  of  the  stairs  and  very  stealthily  begin  descending.  I  hear  their  voices 
growing  louder.  They  must  be  in  the  kitchen.  I  make  out  my  mother  saying,  “Well 
you  know,  she  has  her  difficulties...”  but  nothing  more.  I  make  it  to  the  bottom  of 
the  steps  and  carefully  look  around  the  corner.  I  see  my  mother  first.  She  is  wearing 
her  favorite  pajama  set,  like  always.  I  poke  my  head  out  a  little  further  and  finally 
see  the  guest.  A  man  in  a  black  suit,  with  gray  hair,  a  white  collar  and  a  brief  case. 
He  looks  over  in  my  direction,  and  I  see  piercing  blue  eyes.  He  smiles  at  me.  I  whip 
my  body  back  around  the  corner  and  slam  my  hand  to  my  mouth.  I  begin  to  freak 
out.  I  feel  my  hot  breath  hitting  the  back  of  my  hand,  and  I  can  hear  the  air  rushing 
through  my  nose.  She  let  him  in.  She  is  working  with  Them.  I  knew  it,  I  had  had  a 
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gut  feeling  all  along.  Drew  had  told  me  she  was  against  me;  He  was  right.  She  had 
not  spoken  to  me  for  weeks,  and  I  had  felt  her  distancing  herself  from  me.  How 
could  she? 

I  slink  back  up  the  stairs  as  quickly  and  quietly  as  possible.  I  run  to  my  room, 
ignoring  the  creaky  spots  this  time  and  slam  it  shut.  I  lock  it  and  put  my  wooden 
desk  chair  under  the  door  knob.  No  one  is  getting  in  here.  Despite  the  heaviness  of 
it,  I  force  my  desk  up  against  the  chair  as  well.  I  hear  footsteps  coming  up  the  stairs. 
I  feel  my  hands  becoming  clammy.  I  wipe  the  sweat  on  my  jeans.  They  are  right 
outside  my  room  now.  I  hear  their  hushed  voices,  conversing  about  me.  The  door 
knob  jiggles  slightly.  I  scoop  up  my  back  pack  and  sit  in  the  corner  of  my  room 
next  to  the  window.  The  door  knob  jiggles  again,  but  with  more  force  this  time. 

I  pull  my  knife  for  the  second  time  today,  and  grasp  it  so  hard  my  knuckles  turn 
white.  They  will  not  abduct  me  again,  I  will  kill  Them  before  that  happens.  The 
sound  of  a  key  sliding  into  the  handle  causes  my  heart  to  quicken.  The  lock  pops 
and  they  turn  the  handle.  Their  efforts  are  thwarted  by  my  desk  and  chair  and  the 
door  is  only  opened  an  inch.  I  can  see  an  eye  peering  through  the  sliver.  Its  ice  blue 
and  sends  shivers  down  my  spine. 

“Echo  its  ok,  we  wont  hurt  you,”  coaxes  the  suited  devil. 

“Listen  to  him  honey,  everything  will  be  ok”,  My  mother’s  voice  sounds  too 
sickly  sweet  and  makes  my  stomach  churn.  Lies.  I  feel  my  face  flushing  and  heat 
reaches  up  to  the  tips  of  my  ears.  “Close  the  door  and  get  the  fuck  away  from 
me  you  sick  freaks,”  my  voice  cracks  at  the  end.  I  hold  back  the  tears  that  are 
attempting  to  spring  forward.  They  inform  me  that  “They’re  going  to  have  to  do 
this  the  hard  way  if  I  don’t  cooperate”.  My  knuckles  begin  to  burn  from  gripping 
the  knife.  They  attempt  to  keep  lying  to  me  and  coaxing  me  out  until  suddenly  I 
hear  them  retreating  down  the  stairs.  I  wait  until  I’m  sure  they  are  actually  gone 
and  then  start  stuffing  my  back  pack.  I  hear  several  taps  against  my  window.  It’s 
Drew  throwing  rocks.  I  try  my  best  to  give  him  a  smile  and  wave.  He  gives  me  a 
huge  grin  and  waves  back.  I  rip  favorite  poster  off  the  wall  and  stuff  that  in  there 
with  everything  else.  I  fling  the  window  open  and  attempt  to  kick  out  the  screen. 
No  luck.  I  look  for  my  knife  that  I  had  dropped  in  the  flurry  of  packing  and  find  it 
hiding  underneath  my  bed. 

I  go  to  cut  the  screen,  and  see  Them  pull  up.  I’ve  been  in  that  vehicle  before. 
That’s  how  they  abducted  me  last  time.  I  begin  to  profusely  sweat  and  start  sawing 
into  the  screen.  Drew  throws  himself  behind  bushes  and  hides  as  best  he  can.  I  see 
his  eyes  looking  at  me,  terrified.  I  see  4  of  Them  jump  out  of  their  car.  The  Men 
in  White.  No.  No.  No.  I  begin  hysterically  crying.  Through  my  tears  I  continue  to 
try  to  cut  out  the  rusty  old  screen.  In  my  frantic  attempt  to  escape,  I  cut  my  hand, 
deep.  Bright  red  blood  flows  and  drips  onto  the  carpet.  I  stare  in  shock  and  watch 
the  crimson  taint  the  otherwise  spotless  carpet.  The  sound  of  thunderous  footsteps 
echoes  through  the  hall.  They’re  all  coming.  Despite  the  extreme  pain  radiating 
through  my  whole  hand,  I  continue  to  desperately  cut  a  hole  big  enough  to  escape 
through.  But  They’re  here.  With  little  effort,  the  four  of  them  slam  their  bodies 
against  the  door  and  destroy  the  barricade  I  had  created.  They  enter.  All  four  have 
shiny  bald  heads  and  are  dressed  from  head  to  toe  in  pure  white.  They  are  big. 
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Easily  the  biggest  men  I  have  ever  seen.  I  release  a  blood  curdling  scream  and  clutch 
the  knife  close  to  my  chest.  I  climb  onto  the  window  sill  and  try  to  squeeze  my 
body  through  the  small  opening  I  had  made.  They  lunge  and  grab  me.  I  struggle 
against  Them,  flailing  my  knife,  attempting  to  at  least  injure  one  of  Them.  I  cut 
one.  He  lets  out  a  cry  and  mutters  “bitch”  under  his  breath.  I  cry  out  for  Drew.  I’m 
screaming  his  name  but  get  no  response.  I  kick  my  legs  as  hard  as  I  can,  but  one 
of  the  henchmen  has  grabbed  them.  I  pull  my  arms  every  which  way,  and  splatter 
blood  across  Their  once  pure  outfits.  My  body  is  placed  over  a  white  board  and 
slammed  to  the  ground.  Arms  pinned  to  my  side,  they  pull  rough  straps  across  my 
entire  body.  I  thrash  as  hard  as  I  can,  feeling  the  straps  dig  into  me.  It’s  useless.  I  see 
the  biggest  of  the  four  pull  out  a  large  syringe.  He  pulls  the  cap  off  with  his  teeth, 
gives  me  an  evil  grin,  and  stabs  it  into  my  flesh.  I  feel  searing  hotness  crawl  up 
my  arm.  I  look  over  to  the  door  way  where  I  make  out  my  mother  watching  it  all, 
dead-eyed.  That  is  the  last  thing  I  see  before  my  world  fades  to  black. 

I  wake  in  a  sweat.  My  eyes  feel  heavy  and  I  have  to  force  them  open.  My  head 
feels  groggy  and  clouded.  I  survey  the  scene.  I  am  surrounded  by  metal  and  bright 
white  lights.  The  doors  of  Their  vehicle  open  up,  and  They  pull  me  out  on  my 
stretcher  and  push  me  through  a  set  of  green  double  doors.  It  smells  strongly  of 
antiseptic;  it  burns  my  nostrils.  A  kind  looking  woman  I’ve  met  on  several  occasions 
dressed  in  green  scrubs  appears  over  me. 

She  smiles  at  me,  “Welcome  back  to  Fair  Oaks  Mental  Facility,  Echo.”  I  see 
another  nurse  dressed  in  scrubs  push  through  double  doors  at  the  end  of  the 
hallway.  Through  the  swing  I  see  Drew  standing  there.  When  the  doors  swing 
again,  he  has  vanished. 

“Drew!”  I  call  out  frantically.  The  two  nurses  sigh  and  look  at  one  another  and 
then  back  at  me. 

“Not  this  again.  Echo  we’ve  been  over  this,  it’s  all  in  your  head.” 
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Joker 

James  Balog 


He  stared  up  at  the  ceiling  blankly.  It  was  kind  of  dirty  from  this  perspective.  There 
were  these  odd  stains  adorning  it,  tiny  specs  of. .  .something  and  a  few  webs  from 
sneaky  spiders.  If  it  had  been  last  night  or  the  night  before  he  would’ve  said  ‘I’ll  get 
to  it  later.’  Right  now  he  was  too  tired  and  honestly  what  would  be  the  point  of  it? 
Does  anyone  really  stare  up  in  the  bathroom  anyways?  Maybe  if  you  were  one  of 
those  weird  people  that  keeps  the  curtain  open  as  you  bathe,  though  he  was  always 
a  stickler  about  privacy.  Either  way,  there  would  be  no  cleaning  of  the  odd  stains  on 
the  ceiling.  He  definitely  wouldn’t  be  cleaning  the  new  stains  on  the  floor.  How  are 
they  anyways? 

He  lolled  his  head  to  the  side,  but  for  a  moment  couldn’t  take  his  eyes  off  the 
shiny  toilet.  Ugh,  Stacy  had  always  obsessed  over  the  tidiness  of  the  bathroom.  It  is 
a  place  where  you  shit  and  piss  and  try  to  clean  the  muck  of  the  world  off  of  you; 
it  shouldn’t  look  divine  or  radiant. .  .He  idly  wondered  how  she  would  feel  about 
the  stains.  For  a  moment,  a  deep,  intense  panic  gripped  him.  Stacy,  Stacy,  Stacy, 
Stacy.  In  the  moment  he  forgot  she  ever  existed.  He  was  leaving  quite  the  mess 
here;  perhaps  he  should  clean  it  up  a  little?  What  rotten  luck.  If  he  hadn’t  missed 
the  bathtub,  there  would  be  barely  a  mess  to  clean.  Well  aside  from  the  bedroom’s 
mirror,  it  was  a  large  one,  now  shattered  into  little  pieces.  He  supposed  he  was 
getting  his  bad  luck  now.  The  sheets  on  the  bed  are  torn  now,  he  didn’t  like  them 
anyways.  I  mean,  honestly  the  purple  sheets  just  felt  tacky.  Then  again  it  was  all 
they  could  afford.  He  had  smashed  the  medicine  cabinet,  his  depression  meds  had 
spilled  out  everywhere.  Fucking  shit  it  would’ve  taken  forever  to  pick  those  up.  It 
would’ve  been  DEPRESSING... Ah  that  was  absolute  shit.  No  one  in  their  right 
mind  would  laugh  at  such  a  crappy  joke.  The  wall  behind  him  was  now  splattered 
in  red,  it’s  not  the  color  he  would’ve  chosen,  but  he  wasn’t  exactly  an  interior 
decorator _ Maybe  that  would’ve  been  a  better  choice  though. 

After  the  shock,  she  would  eventually  be  happy.  With  the  money  she’d  get 
she  can  afford  to  pay  off  the  debt  he  put  her  in.  He  couldn’t  help  but  smile.  At 
least  he’d  do  something  good  here.  Maybe  she’d  forgive  him  for  trying  to  follow  a 
stupid  dream.  Maybe  she’d  forgive  him  for  not  being  funny.  Maybe  she’d  forgive 
him  about  the  stains.  Oh  right!  The  stains!  He  heard  a  crash  downstairs  as  he  went 
to  look.  “You  alright  down  there?”  He  weakly  called  with  a  smirk.  There  is  no 
response.  What  a  dick,  didn’t  have  the  courtesy  to  at  least  be  quiet.  His  eyes  trailed 
back  down  and  he  regarded  the  new  hole  in  his  side.  His  shirt  was  torn  and  there  is 
a  jagged  gash  where  skin  used  to  be.  He’d  given  up  on  trying  to  stop  the  blood  flow 
a  while  ago.  He  felt  cold  now.  There  are  two  small  freckles  right  above  the  gash,  hell 
it  looks  like  its  smiling.  He  let  out  a  loud  coughing  laugh  for  a  few  moments  before 
he  began  to  shiver  wildly. 

“Hey,  can  you  get  me  a  blanket?”  He  called  out  again.  He  didn’t  expect  an 
answer.  The  man  was  too  busy.  Honestly  he  wasn’t  sure  what  the  man  expected  to 
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find.  There  was  no  money  under  the  mattress,  there  was  no  safe,  the  tv  was  absolute 
shit.  A  poor  man  can’t  rob  a  poorer  man.  What  a  God  awful  joke.  Better  than  his 
usual  ones  though. 

For  a  moment  his  vision  was  obscured  by  a  sheet.  He  couldn’t  even  move  to  shift 
it.  It  did  little  to  help  the  cold,  but  he  couldn’t  help  but  smile.  “Thanks.’'  He  let  out 
a  harsh  coughing  laugh.  Goddamn  that  was  actually  funny.  You  couldn’t  make  shit 
like  that  up.  If  he  could,  maybe  he  would’ve  been  a  success.  Maybe  he  would  have 
been  a  success. 

Maybe  he  wouldn’t  have  been  forced  to  move  to  a  bad  part  of  town,  maybe  he 
would’ve  been  able  to  afford  good  locks,  maybe  he  would’ve  been  able  to  buy  a  gun, 
and  maybe. . .just  maybe,  the  curtains  wouldn’t  be  closing  on  him.  “. . .My  wife’ll  be 
home  in  ten  minutes.”  From  the  pause  in  the  clatter,  the  man  has  clearly  heard  him. 
“Don’t  hurt  her.”  He  took  a  shaky  breath. 

“Please  don’t  hurt  her.” 


No  Longer  My  Buddy 

Kris  Kemp 
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Hiking  Through  a  Storm 

Rebekah  E.  White 


Alex  tiptoed  down  the  stairs  of  the  cottage.  The  sounds  of  laughter  echoed  from  the 
living  room.  She  couldn’t  help  smiling.  The  twins  had  arrived  at  Cape  Whitfield. 
Summer  had  begun. 

“Where’s  Alex?”  Jamie  asked.  Alex  stopped  before  the  door  of  the  room  and 
waited. 

“I  don’t  know,”  her  dad  replied,  “Why  don’t  you  and  Noah  go  find  her?” 

Alex  listened  as  the  boys  clapped  their  hands  and  toddled  toward  the  doorway. 
“Boo!”  She  cried,  when  their  chubby  faces  came  into  view. 

The  twins  started  giggling  again  as  they  tackled  her  with  hugs. 

“You  guys  remember  me?”  Alex  tussled  Noah’s  hair. 

“Ride!  Ride!”  They  cried  in  unison. 

“Okay,  but  one  at  a  time.  Jamie  can  go  first  this  time.” 

The  three-year-old  climbed  onto  a  chair  while  his  brother  gave  a  slight  pout. 

“Your  turn’s  coming,  Noah,”  Alex  assured  him. 

Jamie  stood  on  the  chair,  waiting  for  his  ride.  Alex  looked  into  his  face.  He 
looked  so  much  like  his  older  brother  Jase. 

Jase  Allerton. 

Alex  hadn’t  seen  him  since  he  went  away  to  college  three  years  ago.  But  he  was 
coming  to  the  Cape  this  summer.  She  couldn’t  decide  if  the  feeling  in  her  gut  was 
dread  or  anticipation.  Possibly  both. 

Alex  turned  around  and  pulled  Jamie  onto  her  back.  She  walked  around  the 
room,  bouncing  up  and  down.  After  a  few  trips  she  put  Jamie  down,  and  picked  up 
Noah.  Round  and  around  she  went.  The  twins  were  relentless. 

“More!  More!”  They  cried.  She  humored  them.  It  had  been  months  since  she’d 
last  seen  them  and  she  was  in  the  mood  to  spoil  them. 

In  a  few  minutes,  all  three  of  them  were  on  the  floor.  Alex  reached  over  and 
tickled  Noah’s  feet. 

“Stop,  stop!”  He  giggled.  “That’s  what  Jase  does!” 

“Oh,  yeah?”  She  kept  tickling,  but  her  mind  drifted  away  from  the  twins.  What 
would  Jase  think  of  her  now?  They  had  been  friends  all  those  past  summers  here. 

But  three  years  could  change  a  lot. 

Alex  had  stopped,  but  now  the  twins  came  back  at  her.  They  tickled  her  until 
she  was  lying  flat  on  her  back,  laughing  uncontrollably.  Jamie  tugged  at  her  braid, 
and  Alex  could  feel  it  coming  undone.  She  hoped  she  had  time  to  fix  it  before  Jase 
came.  Would  he  notice  that  she  had  grown  up?  Would  he  think  she  was  pretty? 

By  now,  Noah  was  sitting  on  top  of  her  stomach,  bouncing  up  and  down.  She 
wondered  if  her  lunch  was  going  to  make  an  appearance.  Jamie  was  still  tickling 
her.  Suddenly,  they  both  stopped,  and  Noah  climbed  off.  Alex  sat  up  slowly, 
wondering  what  had  distracted  them. 

Her  face  red  with  laughter  and  her  hair  flying  in  all  directions,  Alex  looked  up 
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into  the  grinning  face  of  Jase  Allerton. 

*  *  * 

“Its  getting  late,  we  better  head  home,”  Jase  said. 

Alex  nodded.  They’d  been  out  for  a  while  and  she  didn’t  want  their  parents  to  be 
worried.  “It  s  too  bad  though.  We  won’t  have  time  for  another  hike  before  we  leave.” 

“Yeah,  and  I  might  not  be  here  next  year.” 

“What?  But  you  have  to  come  to  the  Cape!  It’s  tradition!” 

Jase  shrugged.  “Next  summer,  I’ll  be  getting  ready  to  go  off  to  college.” 

“Sometimes  I  forget  how  much  older  you  are,”  Alex  sighed.  “I’m  going  to  miss 
you  if  you  don’t  come,  you  know  that?” 

Of  course.  I’ll  miss  you  too.  We’ve  had  some  pretty  great  adventures  here, 
haven’t  we?” 

“Absolutely.  But  that  doesn’t  mean  they  have  to  end.”  She  paused.  “Wait!  Didn’t 
we  pass  that  tree  a  couple  minutes  ago?” 

“What?  Oh,  that  oak?  No,  it’s  a  different  one.” 

“I  don’t  remember  this  part  of  the  woods,  Jase.”  Alex  tried  to  calm  the  waver  in 
her  voice.  And  was  it  her  imagination  or  was  the  sky  growing  darker? 

“Don’t  worry,  we  know  these  woods  backwards  and  forwards.  The  last  time  we 
got  lost,  we  were  little  kids.  We’ll  be  home  in  no  time.  Follow  me.” 

Alex  walked  behind  Jase,  crunching  sticks  underfoot.  But  the  uneasy  feeling  in 
her  chest  kept  growing.  A  few  minutes  later,  Jase  stopped  suddenly.  Alex  almost  ran 
into  him. 

“What  is  it?”  She  asked.  He  didn’t  answer,  but  one  look  at  his  face  told  her. 
“We’re  lost,  aren’t  we?” 

*  *  * 

A  knock  sounded  on  the  front  door  of  the  cottage.  Alex  looked  at  her  watch. 
7:13  a.m.  Who  would  be  up  this  early  on  a  summer  morning  at  the  Cape?  Her 
parents  were  always  telling  her  she  was  crazy  to  get  up  and  run  at  six  in  the 
morning.  She  figured  most  people  agreed  with  them. 

Alex  heard  the  twins  as  she  walked  to  the  door.  Of  course!  They  were  always  full 
of  energy  in  the  morning.  She  just  hoped  there  was  someone  supervising  this  early 
morning  visit.  She  opened  the  door. 

The  twins  were  not  alone,  thank  goodness.  Jase  stood  behind  them.  “Hey.” 

“Uh...hi.”  Alex  ran  her  fingers  through  her  hair.  It  probably  looked  disastrous. 
She  hadn’t  brushed  it  before  her  run.  As  usual. 

“The  twins  and  I  were  wondering  if  you  wanted  to  go  for  a  walk.  No  serious 
hiking,  just  on  the  Beaver  Trail.” 

“Of-of  course!  Hang  on  a  sec...”  She  turned  into  the  house  to  grab... wait,  she 
still  had  her  running  shoes  on  and  it  wasn’t  cool  enough  for  a  jacket.  She  didn’t 
need  anything.  She  swallowed  hard  and  hoped  her  face  wasn’t  turning  red.  Why  did 
every  moment  with  Jase  always  turn  embarrassing?  “Sorry  about  that... looks  like 
I’ve  got  everything.” 

Jamie  grabbed  her  hand  as  she  stepped  off  the  porch.  “I’m  glad  you  could  come 
with  us.  Jase  said  if  you  weren’t  awake,  we’d  have  to  go  back  home.” 

“He  didn’t  want  to  walk  without  you,”  Noah  added. 
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Alex  could  feel  the  heat  rising  on  her  face.  She  did  her  best  to  look  in  the 
opposite  direction  of  Jase.  The  twins  chattered  away  about  the  sky,  the  birds,  and 
the  cottages  on  the  street,  but  neither  Alex  or  Jase  spoke. 

After  a  few  minutes,  they  reached  the  Beaver  Trail,  and  stepped  into  the  trees. 
Alex  breathed  in  the  woodsy  scent  she  loved  so  well.  It  was  good  to  be  in  the  forest 
again.  The  sunlight  filtered  through  the  leaves.  Tiny  creatures  scampered  across 
the  ground.  Far  above  them,  a  bird  called  to  its  mate.  The  twins  stopped  talking 
and  just  stared  at  the  beauty  surrounding  them.  Their  eyes  seemed  to  be  looking  at 
everything  at  once. 

“Oh,  look!”  Jase  spoke  for  the  first  time  in  ten  minutes.  His  finger  pointed  to  a 
fallen  log. 

“Cool!”  Jamie  cried.  “Did  it  fall  over  in  a  storm?” 

“Probably.  The  woods  are  a  scary  place  to  be  in  the  middle  of  a  storm.” 

“Yeah?”  Noah’s  eyes  glowed  wide  with  fear. 

“A  couple  years  ago,  Alex  and  I  went  hiking.  We  were  on  our  way  home  when 
we  realized  we  were  lost.” 

“Lost!”  Jamie  echoed,  his  eyes  fixed  on  his  brother. 

“Yeah,”  Alex  answered,  her  voice  coming  out  a  bit  faint.  She  could  have  kicked 

herself.  Was  it  really  that  hard  to  talk  in  front  of  Jase?  “And  then  all  of  a  sudden...” 

*  *  * 

Crash!  Thunder  rumbled  in  the  distance.  Alex  peered  through  the  tops  of  the 
trees.  A  dark  cloud  blocked  the  sun.  “Uh...Jase?”  She  couldn’t  hide  the  fear  in  her 
voice  this  time. 

“We’re  going  to  be  fine,”  Jase  answered.  He  spoke  again,  but  another  roll  of 
thunder  drowned  out  his  voice. 

“Huh?”  Alex  pulled  her  sweatshirt  closer  around  her.  The  wind  blew  sharply 
through  her  hair.  She  should  have  brought  a  hoodie. 

“Nothing!”  He  called  over  the  thunder.  Lightning  flashed  nearby.  Rain  started  to 
pour.  Alex  raced  to  Jase’s  side  and  clung  to  his  arm.  He  turned  toward  her  and  in  his 
eyes  she  saw  her  own  fear  mirrored.  But  his  voice  was  calm  and  steady.  “It’ll  be  all 
right,  Alex.  We  just  have  to  find  somewhere  to  wait  out  the  storm.” 

Alex  nodded  as  a  shiver  ran  through  her.  The  rain  had  already  soaked  her  jacket. 
She  raised  her  hands  to  cover  her  freezing  ears.  Jase  started  walking  through  the 
darkening  woods,  searching  for  shelter.  Alex  followed  behind,  but  she  could  make 
out  nothing  but  trees.  She  paused  for  a  second  beside  one.  Without  warning,  Jase 
shoved  her,  nearly  tripping  her  on  a  rock.  He  pulled  her  past  it  and  into  a  small 
cranny  in  a  rock  wall. 

“What  was-”  Alex’s  voice  was  interrupted  by  a  flash  of  lightning  that  lit  up  the 
forest  for  an  instant.  A  loud  crack  echoed  and  a  large  tree  crashed  to  the  ground. 

The  same  tree  Alex  had  been  standing  under  a  minute  before.  She  looked  at  Jase, 
but  couldn’t  speak.  He  stared  back,  terrified. 

“H-how  did  you  know?”  Alex  whispered. 

Jase  replied  just  as  softly.  “I  have  no  idea.  I  just  knew  we  had  to  get  out  of  there.” 

They  sat  in  silence,  huddled  in  the  crack.  Rain  poured  in  sheets  outside,  a  few 
rebel  drops  entering  the  cave.  They  pierced  through  Alex’s  sweatshirt  like  tiny 
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pinpricks.  Lightning  flashed,  revealing  strange  shadows  in  the  darkness.  Booms  of 
thunder  kept  coming. 

“I  don’t  remember  this  place,”  Alex  stared  at  the  rock  walls  surrounding  them. 

“Of  course,  you  don’t.  We’re  lost.” 

“I’m  glad  it’s  here  though.” 

“Me  too.”  His  voice  cracked  a  bit.  Alex  couldn’t  blame  him.  If  they  had  been 
standing  under  that  tree  when  the  lightning  struck  it... she  shivered  again. 

Its  freezing.”  Jase  rubbed  his  hands  on  his  arms. 

“It’s  too  bad  you  didn’t  bring  a  jacket.” 

“A  lot  of  good  it  would  do  me.  Yours  is  soaked,  isn’t  it?” 

“You  think  it’ll  dry  by  the  time  the  storm’s  over?” 

“I  hope  the  storm’s  over  long  before  that.  I’m  starving.” 

“We’re  hiding  in  some  kind  of  tiny  cave,  lost  in  a  forest  in  the  middle  of  a 
thunderstorm  and  you’re  complaining  about  food?” 

“I  was  just  trying  to  lighten  the  mood.  And  it  could  be  worse.  At  least,  we’re 
together.” 

Alex  started  to  snap  back.  But  in  her  mind,  she  saw  the  lightning  hit  the  tree.  A 
wave  of  exhaustion  swept  over  her.  She  lay  her  head  on  Jase’s  shoulder.  “If  it  weren’t 

for  you,  I  probably  wouldn’t  be  here.” 

*  *  * 

Jase  gazed  at  her,  a  strange  look  on  his  face.  Alex  stared  back,  confused.  Then  it 
hit  her.  She  had  spoken  the  last  few  words  out  loud.  Her  face  grew  hot  again,  but 
she  had  to  say  something.  She  couldn’t  let  her  fear  take  over  this  time. 

“I’d  forgotten  what  a  close  call  that  hike  was,”  she  started. 

“Yeah?”  It  was  the  first  time  he  had  spoken  to  her  since  he  invited  her  on  the 
hike. 

“Do  you  remember?”  Alex  paused.  “We  were  standing  by  a  tree  and  you  shoved 
me  away  from  it.  Then  we  hid  in  that  cave-like  place  right  as  lightning  struck  the 
tree. 

His  voice  was  soft.  “Of  course,  I  remember.  I  don’t  think  I’ve  ever  been  so  scared 
in  my  life.  I  didn’t  know  why,  but  I  knew  we  had  to  get  away  from  there  fast.  And 
when  the  lightning  hit...”  he  swallowed  hard.  “I  could  have  lost  you...” 

“You  were  right  there  too.  We  could  have  left  our  parents  that  day  and  never 
came  back.” 

“The  twins...”  he  murmured. 

Alex  followed  his  gaze  and  watched  as  Jamie  and  Noah  climbed  over  and 
around  the  fallen  log.  She  gasped.  “We  would  never  have  met  them.  They  wouldn’t 
remember  us  at  all.”  Tears  sprung  to  her  eyes.  “That  was  the  scariest  night  of  my 
life.  I  didn’t  realize  how  sad  it  could’ve  been.  And  we  wouldn’t  have  known  what  we 
were  missing.” 

Jase  smiled  wryly.  “It  could’ve  been  worse.  At  least  we  were  together.” 

Alex  laughed  a  little. 

“I’m  serious!  Can  you  imagine?  What  if  only  one  of  us  went  hiking?  What  if 
we  lost  each  other?  What  if  I  lost  you?  I  wouldn’t  have  been  there  to  pull  you  away 
from  that  tree.  I  can’t  imagine... I’d  never  forgive  myself.” 


43 


“But  then  our  parents  would’ve  only  lost  one  of  us.”  Alex  saw  little  point  in  this, 
but  she  felt  like  mentioning  it  anyway. 

“Wouldn’t  you  hate  to  be  the  one  left  behind  though?”  Jase  drew  circles  in  the 
dirt  with  his  sneaker. 

“Of  course!  But  I  don’t  see  how  that  would  be  much  worse  than  if  we  had 
both...” 

“Don’t  you  see?”  Jase  combed  his  fingers  through  his  hair  with  some 
exasperation.  “If  we  hadn’t  moved  away  when  the  lightning  hit  the  tree  and  if  the 
tree  had  fallen  on  us  both,  we  wouldn’t  have  to  deal  with  the  grief  and  guilt  oi 
losing  the  other  person.  We  would  both  share  the  same  fate.  Together.” 

Alex  crossed  her  arms,  her  nose  wrinkling  in  confusion.  “I  guess. ..I’m  not  sure 
why  I’m  even  bothering  to  think  about  it  since  we  survived  anyway.” 

Jase’s  face  grew  serious.  “I  know  why  I’m  thinking  about  it.  I’m  really  glad  you’re 
still  here  with  me,  Alex.” 

“With  you?”  She  barely  got  the  words  out. 

“Yeah,  with  me.  I  missed  you,  you  know.”  Jase  eyed  her  carefully,  waiting  for  her 
reaction. 

“I  missed  you  too.  But... I  was  afraid  that-that  you  wouldn’t  feel  the  same.”  Alex 
looked  away,  focusing  on  a  toad  that  hopped  across  the  trail. 

“Why?  We’ve  been  friends  our  whole  lives.” 

“I  hadn’t  seen  you  for  three  years,  Jase.  People  can  change  a  lot  in  three  years.” 

“Yeah,  they  can.  You  sure  did.” 

“I  did?”  Alex  stepped  back  in  surprise.  “How?” 

“You  grew  up.  You  were  just  a  girl  when  I  saw  you  last.  You’re  not  anymore.  But 
you’re  still  the  same  old  Alex  I  knew  before.”  He  paused  for  a  moment.  “I  was  afraid 
you  wouldn’t  be.  I’m  glad  I  was  wrong.” 

“What  did  you  think  of  old  Alex?  Why  were  you  afraid  I  would  change?” 

“Because  the  old  Alex  was  perfect.  And  you  still  are.” 
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Campaign 

Alyssa  Hayes 
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Guard  Duty 

Adolfo  Salinas 


One  more  day.  One  more  day  of  staring  out  at  this  godforsaken  grey  landscape, 
in  this  godforsaken  tower,  keeping  in  these  godforsaken  rats.  What  went  through 
Fred’s  head  when  he  volunteered  for  the  position  was  just,  “What  could  be  easier? 
Not  to  mention  my  chances  of  getting  shot  would  be  a  lot  lower.”  Fred  wasn’t  ready 
however  for  the  mind  numbing  boredom  of  standing  and  watching  nothing  in 
particular  all  day  every  day.  Fie  also  kept  tabs  on  the  storeroom  and  the  armory, 
since  he  had  a  penchant  for  compulsively  counting  things.  At  least  it  was  another 
job  to  break  the  monotony.  He  had  that  and  his  friend  and  fellow  guard  Albert.  It 
was  time  to  meet  with  him  and  patrol. 

Fred  slid  down  the  ladder  of  the  tower  and  hit  the  muddy  grey  ground  with  a 
splash.  He  always  got  some  small  childlike  joy  out  of  that.  He  then  strolled  to  the 
mess  hall  until  he  saw  what  he  was  looking  for,  a  small  dog-faced  man  who  was 
shoving  rolls  in  his  mouth  while  others  cheered  him  on. 

“Albert  what  the  hell  are  you  doing?”  Fred  yelled  out. 

“We  made  a  bet  to  see  if  he  could  fit  a  dozen  rolls  in  his  mouth  at  once,”  some 
other  guard  said.  Fred  never  bothered  to  learn  his  name. 

“For  goodness’  sake,”  Fred  sighed  out  and  went  behind  Albert.  Fred  raised  his 
hand  above  his  head  and  made  a  fist.  Then  with  all  the  force  he  could  muster  he 
slammed  the  bottom  of  it  between  Albert’s  shoulder  blades.  Rolls  erupted  from 
Albert’s  mouth  like  the  shells  from  a  tank  all  over  the  faces  of  the  six  men  in  front  of 
him.  Then  with  stealth  and  speed  he  grabbed  Albert  and  made  his  way  outside. 

“You  know  you  just  cost  me  twenty  back  there  Fred,”  Albert  choked  out. 

“And  you  should  know  that  you  just  gave  me  the  job  of  counting  the  amount  of 
rolls  we  have  left.  Again,”  Fred  said  walking  straight  and  with  a  bored  look  on  his 
face. 

Quickly  changing  the  subject,  Albert  caught  up  to  Fred  and  started  the  routine 
of  talking  Fred’s  ear  off.  Fred  wondered  why  he  decided  to  leave  his  home  and  not 
finish  school.  It  was  the  damn  propaganda  he  figured.  Very  impressionable  on  the 
young  mind.  He  wanted  to  run  a  business  like  his  father  but  is  now  in  this  grey 
land  in  the  east.  Albert  suddenly  stopped  talking  and  walking  and  stared  at  Fred. 

“What?”  Fred  asked,  keeping  up  his  pace  of  walking. 

“Didn’t  you  listen  to  what  I  was  saying?”  Albert  asked  before  he  started  walking 
again. 

“I  never  do,”  Fred  sighed. 

“Jerk.  Anyway  I  was  asking  what  you  think  we  should  do  about  the  rat  problem. 
We’re  getting  filled  with  them,”  Albert  huffed  out  as  he  struggled  to  keep  pace  with 
Fred,  splashing  up  muddy  water  with  each  step. 

“Not  our  problem.  Let  the  higher  ups  deal  with  that.  All  we  have  to  do  is  catch 
them  when  we  see  them,”  Fred  said  as  he  slowed  a  bit  to  let  his  companion  catch 
up. 
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“Boss  said  we  should  use  any  means  we  think  necessary  to  stop  them.  Even  if 
that  means  shooting  them,’  Albert  said  in  a  dumb  and  happy  tone. 

Shoot  them?  That’s  crazy.  Were  low  on  ammo  as  it  is.  Just  send  the  dogs- 
it  s  what  they’re  trained  for.”  This  was  the  most  Fred  had  been  invested  in  a 
conversation  in  a  while  but  it  was  caught  short  by  the  alarm  suddenly  sounding. 

Well  speak  of  the  devil!  Come  on  grumpy  maybe  we  can  be  the  ones  to  catch 
it  this  time,  Albert  said  excitedly  and  ran  off  toward  the  direction  the  alarm  was 
coming  from. 

“Hold  up  you  idiot,”  Fred  said  but  still  ran  after.  He  wanted  to  try  and  keep 
Albert  from  doing  something  stupid.  Well  something  more  stupid,  at  least 
compared  to  how  he  normally  was.  Fred  ran  and  eventually  caught  up  to  him  and 
saw  Albert  aiming  down  the  sights  of  his  gun  at  something  a  ways  off. 

A  shot  rang  out  and  Albert  yelled,  “I  hit  it!  I  hit  the  rat!” 

The  two  of  them  walked  to  where  the  thing  fell  and  stared.  Albert  caught  him 
right  between  the  shoulder  blades  and  the  wound  was  causing  red  to  stain  the  mud 
around  the  body. 

“You  fool.  Now  I’m  going  to  have  report  the  amount  of  bullets  fired,  the 
number  of  the  dead  prisoner,  everything,”  Fred  sighed  to  Albert.  “Whatever,  just 
help  me  take  him  back  in  you  fool.” 

Albert  helped  Fred  carry  the  body  and  said,  “Well  this  fool  just  so  happens  to 
be  the  best  shot  in  the  Reich.”  Glancing  down  Albert  read  the  man’s  arm  tattoo  out 
loud,  “Hey  I  knew  this  guy.  Name  was  Amit.” 

“Just  shut  up  and  carry.” 
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PSA:  Don’t  Be  a  Dick 

Taylor  Vicini 


You  can’t  lead  a  horse  to  water, 

you  can’t  make  a  man  love  his  sons  and  daughters. 

And  it’s  a  mystery  to  me 
how  at  times  we  can  all  be 
so  selfish  and  cruel, 
as  stubborn  as  mules. 

Why  can’t  we  be  kind  to  one  another? 

Treat  your  neighbor  like  you  brother, 
remember  your  own  humanity 
and  treat  others  with  the  dignity 
they  deserve. 

And  if  you  happen  to  observe 
someone  else’s  plight 
do  what  you  can  to  set  things  right- 
don’t  just  think  “I’m  glad  that’s  not  me.” 

We  perpetuate  a  culture  and  society 
where  kindness  is  strangely  absent, 
but  it’s  not  strange  to  endure  harassment. 

I  know  I  am  a  bleeding  heart, 
and  sometimes  I  wish  I  could  start 
to  stop  caring  so  deeply  so  fast 
and  learn  a  thing  or  two  from  my  past; 

Can’t  help  those  who  don’t  wanna  be  helped. 

Can’t  unfeel  things  once  they’ve  been  felt. 

Maybe  I  should  stop  trying- 
but  you  know  I’d  be  lying 
if  I  said  I’d  prefer  not  to  care. 

So  when  I  say  “I’ll  always  be  there”- 

it’s  the  truth,  whether  you  believe  it  or  not. 

Because  if  one  conversation  can  change  a  thought 

from  negative  to  positive 

how  could  I  dare  keep  my  feelings  closeted? 

I’ve  been  told  it’s  hazardous  to  my  health, 

using  up  so  much  energy  caring  for  others  when  I  don  t  even  care  for  myself- 
don’t  misunderstand  me, 

I  think  that’s  the  way  it  ought  to  be. 
my  message  isn’t  cryptic- 

we  all  need  to  stop  being  so  goddamn  narcissistic. 

put  our  egos  on  the  shelf 

and  give  a  damn  about  literally  anyone  else. 
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This  is  my  open  letter 
Telling  you  to  Be  better. 

Are  you  listening? 

This  poem  might  not  have  been  riveting, 
but  if  you  take  just  one  thing  away 
let  it  be  what  I’m  about  to  say- 
Stop  being  a  dick. 


&  r  y/m 

- 

t  -  J 

14  rvmSm 

The  History  of  Madness 

Kris  Kemp 
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Snared 

Joshua  Clarke 


Dazed  and  delirious,  Ethan  opened  his  eyes  and  the  world  swayed  in  front  of  them. 
He  was  swaying  back  and  forth  like  a  boat  on  the  open  ocean,  except  there  were 
no  waves,  no  endless  bounty  of  water.  There  were  only  trees.  Trees  with  massive 
trunks  and  tangled  branches,  all  stretching  towards  a  dimly  lit  sky.  Ethan  was  on  the 
ground,  but  more  specifically,  he  was  upside  down  and  three  feet  above  it. 

His  head  was  pounding  with  blood  rush,  his  fingers  tingling  at  the  tips,  and  his 
chest  aching  for  air.  Pain  shot  down  his  leg  as  the  rope  tightened  around  his  ankle 
and  dug  deep  into  skin.  Ethan  grimaced,  swallowing  hard  as  tears  began  to  build. 
The  strain  was  excruciating,  its  grip  unrelenting.  Conversely,  his  free  leg  had  fallen 
asleep  and  gone  completely  numb. 

Picking  up  his  head  and  trying  to  ignore  the  heaviness  that  came  with,  Ethan 
found  himself  fixated  on  the  sky  ahead.  How  long  had  he  been  dangling  above 
the  dirt?  The  harder  he  tried  to  remember,  the  more  his  head  throbbed.  He  looked 
up  past  his  feet,  peering  through  the  canopy  of  green  leaves  and  brown  branches. 
No,  he’d  been  here  for  far  longer  than  a  few  minutes,  more  like  a  few  hours.  The 
morning  sky  with  its  billowing,  white  clouds  was  gone.  Now  he  was  greeted  by  a 
collage  of  warm  colors.  Dusk  leads  to  darkness... 

Being  caught  in  a  snare  was  concerning  enough,  but  his  mind  was  consumed 
in  a  heaviness.  His  wavering  eyes  wanted  to  close  again  and  go  back  to  that  empty 
black.  Ethan  was  tempted  to  do  so,  to  give  in.  The  only  thing  keeping  him  awake 
was  voice  in  his  head.  It  was  faint,  distant  but  distinct.  Over  and  over  it  would 
whisper  the  words — 

Stay  awake ,  stay  aware. 

If  he  blacked  out  again,  he  was  certain  there  would  be  no  waking  from  it,  so 
he  ignored  the  urge  to  sleep  and  started  focusing  on  escape.  He  shook  his  head 
from  side  to  side.  Wiggled  his  fingers  in  erratic  movements.  Rotated  his  arms  in 
circular  motions  to  keep  the  blood  blowing.  His  body  may  have  been  failing,  but  he 
wouldn’t  let  his  mind  follow  suit.  He  had  to  stay  occupied  in  spite  of  the  spreading 
numbness.  Finding  a  way  to  cut  himself  loose  was  both  the  motivation  and  the 
mission. 

It  was  at  this  point  that  Ethan  remembered  his  bag.  He  was  being  torn  in  two 
directions  as  the  snare  pulled  him  up  and  the  bag  dragged  him  down.  The  weight 
of  it  had  always  been  there,  but  only  now  was  he  truly  aware.  It  stored  plenty  that 
could  help  cut  him  loose,  yet  all  of  which  would  be  impossible  to  reach.  Instead,  he 
would  have  to  lower  it  down  and  literally  get  a  grip. 

Slipping  the  first  strap  from  his  shoulder,  Ethan  wasn’t  expecting  so  much 
downward  force,  and  within  a  split  second  it  ripped  entirely  off  his  back.  Without 
hesitation,  he  reached  outward,  hoping  to  catch  hold.  No  such  luck.  It  hit  the 
ground  with  a  padded  thud,  casting  up  a  cloud  of  dirt  that  caused  him  to  cough  as 
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it  consumed  the  air  around  him.  As  his  body  shuddered,  the  snare  tugged  tighter. 
His  unblinking  eyes  darted  wildly,  not  focusing  on  anything  in  particular. 

The  noose  usually  goes  around  the  neck,  he  thought,  but  death  always  adapts. 

There  was  no  way  around  it  now,  no  way  out.  He  briefly  clung  to  false  hope, 
praying  that  his  older  brother  would  burst  through  the  tree  line  and  rescue  him  like 
always.  Then  logic  took  hold,  and  its  no  friend  of  weak  because  he’d  left  without 
warning.  One  day  his  friends  would  stumble  across  the  crime  scene:  a  short  skeleton 
caught  in  a  coyote  snare.  Even  if  his  clothes  whittled  away,  who  other  than  Ethan 
would  be  foolish  enough  to  get  snatched  in  their  own  trap?  No,  no  one  would  be 
surprised.  Ethan  knew  he  was  foolish  and  perhaps  a  little  careless — there  was  no 
denying  that,  especially  now.  At  least  he  would  die  owning  up  to  his  own  stupidity. 
Surely  that  must  count  for  something,  he  thought. 

Letting  out  a  deep  sigh,  Ethan  closed  his  eyes.  They  stayed  closed  for  a  long  time 
before  opening  again,  and  when  they  did,  there  was  no  hope  in  them. 
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The  Bone  Collectors 

Kris  Kemp 
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Seasons  of  Loss 

Adolfo  Salinas 


Squirrel  searching  low 
Horde  for  the  coming  snow  lost 
The  tree  is  empty 

The  rains  flood  the  field 
Insects  and  flowers  wash  out 
So  much  life  cant  swim 

Rivers  run  dry  now 

Trout  struggles  and  drowns  in  air 

Bones  bleach  in  the  sun 

Hills  ablaze  with  leaves 
Swirling  sea  of  colors  shake 
Grand  show  of  decay 
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If  Only 

Latoya  Collins 


He  is  urinating  and  vomiting  blood  also! 

How?  Why?  What  happened? 

Um . she  stutters,  Um _ ,  I  don’t  know.  He  just  began  doing  it  and  I  don’t  know 

what  to  do. 

Well  take  him  to  the  ER! 

I  can’t,  he  doesn’t  want  to . He  is  refusing  to  go  anywhere.  He  said  he  just  wants 

to  stay  here  and  he’ll  be  fine. 

Take  him  NOW!  Either  you  call  the  ambulance  or  I  will  call  them  from  here  and 
send  them  there. 

Um _ Ok,  Tony,  your  Mom  said  that  she  is  going  to  call  them  if  you  don’t  go . 

Hello...  Hello? 

She  actually  hung  up  the  phone,  what  the  heck  is  going  on  down  there,  I  thought 
as  I  begin  to  walk  away  from  my  desk. 

I  have  to  leave,  something  is  going  on  with  my  son  and  I  have  to  ride  down  there  to 
see  what. 

Ok,  my  boss  says  with  understanding  as  she  knows  that  he  is  in  college  five  hours 
away  and  that  it  must  be  serious,  if  I’m  leaving. 

I  text  my  youngest  and  tell  him  to  be  prepared  to  leave  school  early  because  I  was 
coming  to  pick  him  up  and  then  I  called  Amy  back.  What  happened  to  the  phone  I 
ask  her?  Oh,  I’m  sorry;  we’re  headed  to  the  hospital. 

Ok,  I’m  headed  there. 

Hey  Bryan,  get  in  I  tell  my  son  when  I  got  to  his  school. 

What’s  going  on  Mom? 

Tony  is  sick  and  I  don’t  know  why.  I  don’t  know  what  is  going  on.  Amy  said  that  he 
is  urinating  and  vomiting  blood. 

Oh  man! 

We  drove  silently  for  five  hours  until  we  got  to  the  school,  me  wondering  and 
hoping — both  of  us  confused.  Once  we  got  there,  there  he  lay  in  the  bed,  unable 
to  open  his  eyes  and  not  able  to  comprehend  what  we  were  saying  or  that  we  were 
there. 

Hey  Amy,  what’s  did  the  Doctor  say? 

Noting  yet,  they  are  still  testing. 

What  type  of  Tes . 

Hi  Ma’am,  how  are  you.  I’m  Doctor  Orr,  is  this  your  son? 

Yes  sir,  what  is  the  problem? 

Well,  he  is  in  a  bad  state.  The  tests  have  come  back  and  his  blood  pressure  is  very 
high,  also  his  kidney  is  not  functioning  properly.  We  have  to  move  him  to  the  ICU. 
It  doesn’t  look  good. 

Amy  screams,  what  do  you  mean,  doesn’t  look  good.  He  is  FINE!!! 

Sir,  what  do  you  mean  he  may  not  make  it?  He  is  breathing.  He  is  fine.  Tony?  Tony? 
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See  he  is  blinking  sir. 

Ma’am,  we  have  to  figure  out  why  he  is  in  such  a  bad  state.  We  are  moving  him 
from  down  here  to  upstairs  on  the  regular  unit. 

It  was  then  that  I  looked  around  and  noticed  that  he  was  in  a  kids  room  with 
paintings  all  over  of  cartoon  characters.  Also,  the  bed  wasn’t  a  normal  sized  bed. 

So  he  is  being  admitted? 

Yes  Ma’am,  he  is  being  admitted. 

Thinking  back  on  that  night  one  week  ago,  that  changed  the  course  of  my  life, 

I  realize  that  I  should  have  intervened.  I  should  have  said  or  done  something.  I 
should  have  stopped  him  but  I  knew  that  he  always  wanted  to  be  something  or 

someone  great _ he  wanted  to  be  more  than  what  he  had  come  from.  Why  didn’t  I 

say  something. .  .why  didn’t  she  say  something  to  him? 

They  actually  showed  me  all  the  marks  on  is  buttock. 

Black  and  Blue  and  blistered. ... 

Hidden  from  the  world  to  see  but  made  to  leave  an  impression  not  only  on  the 
body  but  the  mind  so  that  there  was  understanding  as  to  the  significance  and 
loyalty  which  lied  in  this  sort  of  cult. 

Mom,  are  you  ok? 

Yes  Bryan,  I  am.  I  was  just  packing  up  the  rest  of  his  things. 

I’ll  take  care  of  it  Mom,  don’t  worry  about  it.  Just  get  some  rest. 

No,  I  need  I’ll  do  it.  I’ll  take  care  of  it. 

Ok,  as  he  let  go  of  the  sweater  I  had  in  my  hand,  I  realized  that  I  was  grasping  it 

hard.  I  couldn’t  stop  working _ stop  moving  or  sit  still  else  I  would  break  down. 

I  know  that  it  was  hard  for  him  also  and  that  I  needed  to  keep  living  for  him  but 
inside,  I  wanted  to  give  up  and  let  go. 

I  drifted  off  to  sleep  but  not  before  hearing  the  last  words ...  .Yeah,  he  was  paddled 

too  much,  too  long  and  too  hard . didn’t  make  it,  fraternity — initiation . 

sorry . it  was  too  late.  If  only,  he  would  have  come  in  hours  before,  maybe — 

kidney  failure,  pneumonia  and  high  blood  pressure  due  to  shock  to  the  body. 

How  to  you  explain,  let  alone  understand  that .  19  years  old . funeral . 

Sleep,  take  me  away. 
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Ariel’s  Daydreaming 

Kris  Kemp 
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GOLD  DUST 


Betty  Burns  Zacate 


Gold  dusts  beaten  path 
gently  sprinkled  beneath  trees 
tiny  yellow  leaves. 

Wind  sweeps  leaves  raising 
soft  ridges  curbing  walkway 
holding  gentle  rain. 

Gold  rims  frame  water 
reflecting  twig  filigree 
ornate  gilt  mirror. 
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An  Angel’s  Smile  in  the  Devil’s  Eye 

Savannah  Marshall 


I  kissed  the  Devil  last  night, 

And  I  wasn’t  afraid. 

His  voice  an  orchestra, 

A  lethal  lullaby 

That  threatened  to  rip  me  apart. 

A  smirk  that  wished  to  whisper  the  truths  I  refused. 
He  demanded  fear  and  love  in  the  same  breath, 

In  a  paradox  that  kept  me  in  a  net  of  captivation. 

He  was  the  repulsive  splendor  of  the  world. 

He  was  innocent  in  his  wickedness, 

Tainted  by  the  wings  wrapped  in  a  vice  around  his  heart. 


I  kissed  an  Angel  last  night, 

And  I  was  terrified. 

Lips  inspired  by  fragility  anew, 

Searing  the  crippled  edges  of  my  soul. 

She  was  the  sun  incarnated, 

Shedding  blinding  light  upon  all. 

Drawing  many  a  moth  to  her  flame, 

Only  to  burn  them  all. 

“Collateral  damage”, 

She  would  laugh. 

She  is  golden, 

The  center  of  everything, 

And  in  that  innocence  she  held  power. 

Her  prowess  came  from  their  ignorance, 

A  smile  that  whispered  set  me  free, 

From  their  trusting  gaze. 

After  all  the  prettiest  faces  were  always  the  ugliest  on  the  inside. 
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Not  That  Interesting 

Josh  Miller 


Almost  hit  a  white  van  while  merging,  they  probably  deserved  it,  those  creeps. 
Went  fifteen  over,  a  patrol  vehicle  behind  me,  passed. 

Heard  “Don’t  Get  Me  Wrong”  twice,  repeatedly,  on  two  different  channels. 
The  day  is  April,  Twenty  First,  Two  Thousand  and  Fifteen. 


Visual  Harmony 

Leonardo  Mireles 
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Johnny  Space  Commander 

Dino  E.  Greene 


The  phone  rang.  "Hello?"  I  croaked.  "Were  you  sleeping?"  asked  the  caller.  I 
looked  at  the  time,  1:30  pm.  "No."  I  lied.  It  was  the  President  of  NASA.  Apparently 
after  several  failed  attempts  to  join  the  space  academy,  he  felt  bad  and  gave  me  a  free 
pass  to  go  on  a  space  mission.  At  first  I  thought  it  was  my  friend,  Rich,  who  does 
a  great  impression  of  the  President  of  NASA.  But  after  answering  several  questions 
that  only  the  real  President  of  NASA  would  know,  I  knew  this  was  for  real. 

I  packed  my  bags  in  a  hurry.  What  does  one  bring  to  space?  Will  my  clothes 
shrink?  Do  they  have  an  outlet  for  my  hair  dryer?  What  if  I  can't  get  Wi-Fi?  I 
scrambled  to  get  to  the  space  center  in  time.  My  shirt  was  half  tucked  in,  my  pants 
weren't  zipped,  and  my  hat  was  on  sideways.  I  was  ready  to  go.  "Sorry  guys!  I'm 
here!"  I  yelled  as  I  ran  up  to  the  shuttle. 

It  was  so  much  bigger  than  I  imagined.  I  totally  could  have  brought  more  stuff. 
The  pilot  introduced  himself  to  me.  I  think  his  name  was  Vance,  or  Chance,  or 
something  weird  like  that.  I  was  too  enamored  with  all  the  buttons  and  gadgets. 
"What's  this  one  for?"  I  asked  numerous  times,  each  time  getting  the  cold  shoulder 
from  what's-his-name.  He  acted  like  I  wasn't  a  real  astronaut. 

Finally,  to  break  up  the  uncomfortable  silence,  I  blurted  "you  know  I  filled  out 
the  forms  just  like  you,  pal!"  (Calling  him  pal  was  a  clever  way  of  covering  up  that 
I  had  forgotten  his  name.)  He  insisted  flying  into  outer  space  required  more  skill 
than  knowing  your  name  and  the  last  three  jobs  you  had,  which  had  me  thinking 
what  were  the  last  three  jobs  I  had?? 

It  was  clear  that  Hansel  (what  I  decided  he  looks  like)  was  going  to  get  in  my 
way  of  exploring  outer  space.  He  wouldn't  even  let  me  open  the  window,  even 
though  I  was  scalding!  And  he  wouldn't  let  me  touch  the  radio  insisting  he  "wasn't 
in  the  mood  for  music"  and  "plus,  that's  the  eject  button."  What  a  total  buzzkill, 
right? 

"So  what  planet  are  we  going  to?"  I  asked,  excited  for  any  answer.  "None."  He 
replied.  Wow,  where  did  this  guy  go  to  space  school?  Boring  University?  He  tried 
to  tell  me  we  were  going  to  survey  the  stars,  to  which  I  replied,  "Can  we  ask  John 
Stamos  if  he  prefers  Coke  or  Pepsi?"  which  I  thought  was  a  good  joke,  but  he 
disagreed. 

Hansel  looked  through  a  telescope  and  wrote  down  numbers.  Then  I  said  "don't 
give  that  star  your  number,  you're  married!"  I  didn't  know  if  he  was  or  not,  but  I 
thought  it  was  a  good  joke,  anyway.  Hansel  just  rolled  his  eyes.  "What's  that  star 
doing?"  I  asked.  Hansel  looked  confused  and  readjusted  the  telescope.  He  panicked 
and  tried  to  fly  away  from  it. 

He  said  it  was  not  a  star,  but  an  alien  spacecraft.  Great,  I  thought,  just  when 
things  get  interesting,  Hansel  flakes  out.  I  grabbed  the  controls  from  him  and 
jerked  the  shuttle  towards  the  alien.  He  did  not  appreciate  that.  He  may  know  more 
about  stars  but  I  was  stronger  and  I  drove  us  straight  into  the  spacecraft. 
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A  bright  green  light  appeared  and  we  were  sucked  inside  of  the  ship.  It  was  how 
I  imagine  dollar  bills  feel  when  they  go  inside  a  vending  machine.  Hansel  forbid 
me  from  speaking  to  the  aliens.  I  insisted  he  can't  forbid  me  from  doing  anything 
since  he  wasn't  my  mother  or  that  judge  that  gave  me  the  restraining  order.  "Hi!"  I 
blurted  out  to  the  aliens. 

The  aliens  laughed.  Maybe  "hi"  was  a  funny  word  to  them.  I  admit,  hearing  it 
back,  it  does  kind  of  make  me  chuckle.  They  took  me  into  a  dark  room  and  made 
me  lay  on  a  table.  Aliens  have  tables,  who  knew?  Then  the  top  alien,  or  whom  I 
thought  was  the  top  alien,  due  to  him  being  taller  and  seemingly  more  respected 
than  the  others,  stood  over  me. 

I  thought  about  offering  him  a  Tic-Tac,  but  then  I  thought  maybe  he  wouldn't 
get  the  joke,  or  would  think  I  actually  had  Tic-Tacs,  putting  us  both  in  an  awkward 
situation.  "Are  you  of  Earth?"  The  alien  asked.  "No,"  I  replied,  "I  am  of  Detroit." 
The  alien  laughed.  I  knew  we  were  going  to  get  along.  But  his  demeanor  suddenly 
changed. 

"We  need  your  fuel.  Our  planet  is  getting  weaker;"  he  explained,  "we  cannot  live 
like  this,"  I  told  him  we  only  had  enough  gas  to  get  back  to  Earth  but  he  could  have 
it  if  he  gave  us  a  ride  back,  which  I  thought  was  fair.  But  he  went  on  to  explain  how 
their  gas  is  different  than  our  gas.  What  is  this,  Chemistry  class?  "Our  fuel  is  taken 
from  mammal  skin  and  organs.  It  heats  our  planet.  Without  it,  we  will  freeze." 

At  first  the  thought  of  a  frozen  planet  sounded  cool,  but  then  I  thought  helping 
someone  from  another  planet  sounded  even  cooler.  Everyone  would  have  to  be  nice 
to  me  and  reward  me  with  plaques  and  ribbons.  Maybe  I  would  get  free  coffee  for 
life.  Or  fifty  bucks  or  something.  "I'll  do  it!"  I  yelped  with  enthusiasm. 

As  they  started  tearing  my  skin  off,  I  couldn't  help  but  think  maybe  it  wasn't  the 
best  idea  to  offer  myself  up  like  that.  I  made  them  stop.  "You  know,"  I  remarked, 
"Hansel  has  much  better  skin.  You'd  better  take  his  instead."  They  informed  me 
that  he  already  had  been  used  but  it  was  not  enough  fuel.  Typical  Hansel. 

They  started  ripping  off  more  skin  when  I  shouted  "Wait!"  I  didn't  have 
anything  to  say  but  it  stalled  them  enough  for  me  to  think  of  an  idea.  I  took  out 
the  hair  dryer  from  my  back  pocket.  I  was  surprised  they  hadn't  found  it  when 
they  strip  searched  me.  Talk  about  not  being  thorough.  "Bring  me  back  to  Earth  or 
everyone  here  gets  scorched!" 

The  head  alien,  who  also  looked  like  a  Hansel,  but  probably  had  a  more 
common  name  like  Bob  or  Jeff,  took  the  dryer  from  me.  "This  heats?"  He  asked 
like  an  idiot.  I  explained  what  it  did  and  he  was  very  pleased.  He  said  I  saved  their 
planet  from  extinction  and  it  was  a  shame  Hansel  had  to  die.  He  said  that,  not  me. 

When  I  got  back  home,  I  decided  not  to  tell  anyone  because  they  might  get 
jealous  or  not  let  me  borrow  their  hair  dryers  anymore.  The  President  of  NASA  sent 
me  a  congratulatory  letter  with,  you  guessed  it,  a  Starbuck's  gift  card!  I  guess  it  just 
goes  to  show  you,  something  something  something  wildest  dreams  something. 
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Sunrise  on  Lake  Michigan 

Breanne  Somach 
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Free  me! 

Latoya  Collins 


Those  things  were  stolen  from  me  and  no  one  understands 

The  significance  in  my  fighting  back  is  that  I  may  not  receive  the  tangible  that  was 
lost  but  I  can  possibly  receive  the  intangible 

You  can  ravish  the  mind  and  the  body  and  the  outer  fringes  of  my  fundamentals 
But  the  basis  of  who  I  am. . . 

The  inner  lining 

The  core  of  who  I  am  exists  and  is  untouchable 
My  dignity  substantiated  by  my  being 
My  living  substantiated  by  my  breathing 

I  shall  have  it  back . 

In  the  wrinkle  of  a  brow 
Twinkle  of  a  star 
Or  blink  of  an  eye 

This  too  shall  pass  as  it  has  been  said. ... 

You  shall  see 

The  best  of  me,  you  can’t  see,  the  rest  of  me  is  all  for  me 

Free  me  from  these  physical  chains  or  the  wrath  will  come  for  me 

Oh  say,  can  you  see. .  .it’s  dawn.  It’s  morning.  The  early  light  has  come . 
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Wordeater  accepts  poetry,  prose  fiction,  creative  nonfiction,  essays, 
reviews,  art,  photography,  comics,  music,  spoken  word  recordings, 
short  films,  and  other  multi-media  for  publication  consideration. 

All  written  work  must  be  word -processed  in  Word  (.doc)  or  Rich  Text 
Format  (.rtf)  and  submitted  through  wordeater@jjc.edu. 

All  multimedia  must  be  submitted  in  appropriate  formats  either 
through  wordeater@jjc.edu  or  CD/DVD  to  Adam  Heidenreich 
(C-1063). 

All  work  must  be  original  and  unpublished.  Artists  retain  all  rights  to 
their  own  work  and  may  publish  it  in  other  media. 

Submissions  may  include  a  brief  "About  the  Artist"  biography 
(50  words  or  less),  a  digital  photo,  and  a  link  to  a  web  page  for 
promotional  purposes.  This  content  will  be  included  if  the  work  is 
chosen  for  the  e-zine. 

Please  use  the  online  submission  form  and  accurately  provide  all 
contact  info.  Please  identify  yourself  as  a  current  student,  alumni,  or 
a  present  or  former  faculty  or  staff  member.  Works  will  be  judged 
anonymously  by  the  student  Editorial  Board.  There  is  no  limit  on 
the  number  of  submissions,  but  it  is  suggested  artists  submit  only 
a  representative  collection  of  no  more  than  six  entries  for  a  single 
submission  period. 

Except  for  original  artwork,  submissions  will  not  be  returned. 

Editorial  changes  may  be  made  for  readability  and  presentation. 

All  work  must  be  submitted  through  wordeater@jjc.edu  or  sent 
to  Adam  J.  Heidenreich,  Associate  Professor  of  English,  Wordeater 
Advisor  (C-1063),  in  appropriate  digital  format  (CD  or  DVD)  or  with 
instructions  for  scanning  or  digital  photography. 
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